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DEDICATORY 


From the fullness of love this book is herewith 
dedicated to my beloved wife Josephine, our 
family and our friends. 


I do not seek for worldly fame, 
I only wish to write my name 
And live within thy heart, 
That children and grandchildren may 
Walk with me still along life’s way 
Long after I depart; 


That future generations may 

Take up the book and sometimes say 
His soul lives with us yet, 

For we walk with him day by day 

And ponder truth along the way— 
The heart doth not forget. 


‘Tis not in mausoleum stones 

Wherein doth lie man’s sacred bones 
That memory shall live; 

Not in accumulated gold, 

Worldly success with wealth untold, 
‘Tis what man’s soul doth give. 


If thou shouldst scan these pages o’er 
And some thought lead through Heaven's 
door 
And thou shouldst not depart, 
Then I shall not have lived in vain 
For in Christ's love I live again 
Within thy pulsing heart. 


; eee a 
= ee 


- x 7a 1 is, ey. . ri » Pa Y uy iy + bh 
d / ; Y i 4 ae > 


= 4 
=a 
~ " 
. 
“ y 
. = 
ps oe 
ne 
I 
' 
a af 
i 
‘ 
4 
i 
¢ - 
4 
; i 
ty 
rs é 
4 ¥ 
2 
: 
“= of 
. ‘ ; 
’ 
; 
** ‘ 
~_ 
; 
F he 
7 ¢ i" z ¥ ‘ 
- i { i x 
FP al - 7 : ry 
er ‘ 
id Y 


CONTENTS 


PART I. CHILDREN’S VERSES 


ehiidhond, caer ie, Mr ng ale EN lB oe 
Bbiae2 WV ONCtOUs: SLORYiWs' eee oe hie a we ns ti we 
Whe Play sroundiac Paownyc did, sonia) aah eee) cult 
PER AAGIC s\D ream ic ck.).'.. oie bel fay Bie ayy) 
Mist LworKiddics saws ikl. AG. emraue nls tate eer) 


Li) Ja)b.ae) ARS 2.) Oy EP EA | 6 bie tire opie nam Gn. 


Puiminvis Ouciyoie hh ee mare Sa ee 028 
SDA, Bi os ante is, .) 5 oi PMN eae BERLE 6 ed Ss 94 
Bvatch DOgée Memes ts a ne UB at Sot wet, 
Stolen Sweets. vate ail, nea Y aan Ws de al ol 
PLO EMM Cire hPa hres 3104, Me ak eee ait Sie ls bad exe as 
UMA CSET ALL 7 17 TI UE a sed rn ete 
ReloreamedilawasarChild Againg ee oy gest «sc 5 sue no e's 


PART II. HUMOROUS VERSES 
MD SENISC ere e eelo oss) che Petcare tn toeenn sas eine ote 
EC Mee Cray tate <2 ke ae ee ON aire tn cr rete e 
Bree ioing.joweet Maiden: Wg y alee gles es 
Ebenezer-Grams: 
Pee ibenezer s Probleme se. a me ki 
LCE IS SPECCLIIC AE amie Rca castro tr 
iene Went Campin nyc u nom. 0”. 
ema C REO MOOCAN 2...) tee meer weer SM cL et whats te st 


A Question Hypothetical... 0.0... 2 6 


She*Anpels Marvel ... 0... P5020. ek 00 ee ee 52 
Maid of Red and White re wba Sl Fo yah 53 
Billys Epic Poems. eet (28223 Vo8 ce ee bil 
BASU eas As Haves aie va SG thm Ae: A ee om 55 
Lhe ‘Corn’ on-Josie's Toe/..t PA Ole. * OO ees 56 
Mary Ate a ‘Little Lamb ...+..229:4 2 3 ee sie 
West Shore Elervashun ............ ‘Po Oe a, Fatt, 58 
sore of) Timid: Dike... a eee, Cee es 61 
Himalaya Ape’... 0... RR ier 
An Epicuréan ia...’ 0... er eee ee A pee 8 67 
Eddy-Grams: | 
+ Eddy Blew Himself? ..%....... nee 68 
“SL Eddy’s Bum Proof Geller.) 1. 69 
Li... Eddy. Parked His Caro7ae.. . ee i 70 
LY storm and Travail: twee ae wis» Sa ce ne 


PART III. MISCELLANEOUS VERSES 


Poetic Muse® 2.5... SF Pe ene iy oe eee 75 
POC 6 on. wee a <b aa pe 76 
Winter's SOOW i. oc. 23 Sie se eee ri 4 
REMINISCENCE... ..). . eee re ee ae PAR CEE Se ioe 1-78 
NOISES hoe nein a nse ok go les 0 ee 80 
he Seasons sip. aldo) 20 ee 82 
Sunshine... 2 Fe... i ek ote ate ee 
If We But Only Knew. 3.237 ee 84 
Friendship Is:a Jewel Rate.) eeu ee ee ra a 
IRCVCHC. a) as Oe be ats os 
Retirement Days... «oo. ee dee dc 88 
BUR AMDOW o5885.2s «Spe be ay ee Le ee a 89 
Calitorinia ie...) 6... /4i5, o's ack Pen DORIA ene oe es 90 
Waking, Sleeping, Dreaming...... ines SRM tars ee as 


My Birthday. ic! 30.0 eee «tae 92. 


gh IE OND SSI scl RRR fh aru Pecubipe, te tea upeys et OS 


Love Builds His Bower from Woodland Flower....:2. 96 
fee Old-Time House Patty, |. ieee Rabe desibadet iy, 
ba yaavastitor spiiccuesr ie. ') - | Meena Servier os eT 9S 
Tanase Nessa pcan te CG eet «tat ees 5 + a's noo 
DHE MOty Wed ibm tome gre NSO CMe ee ere cette tt thy. 2 100 
Drovers Ww td oodereail:: .'. Wae etme Nees ys hee te IOI 
MeMerIsucd anuabLo ker PlOoweuna sees fo os Teas ne 102 
UAOUNS ET ogg. saa cote oc GeV Be 8 Rene ee a 103 
ho cera ER See «StL AR ph SAE ee sdb he 104 
PAST OS: Seems). <7"... eae eae me ee ee Paintin LO5 
Peeves PAT land gee. a... 3. so Re cs cis ae ees, "106 
Evermore ThowActV oice of My Heart’... ooo. F109 
Wihatils Mote Sacred’ Than a’ Kissa. : i At guihessaie 110 
Peso eIoUN D Chol’. . > ae Ume Etre Ss 8 Lienewaeny id 
mere View Vairesueiaideiy.|."." ya memennre fy Nt A es DIEA 
Borne I Know Not Whither......... Beret a eho 115 
Ingetiin pares PnOURKTOWESt...0 sant. lee eet 116 
O, Would That the Soul of Man Could Tell........... 117 
Love’s Morning Hours and Eventide...... ate ane 118 
Warequitedi Levene, .. at ee a Sal i 119 
VEC NT UR Co ayer 1 Go) MUR LT EE nia Ee nar ah A ca 120 
Bweetmdaicron My Dreams: isto wads. Mee fale gp ohe Pood 
UCAS erro Ratael 2! ies 0g Eas Uaioe BUM oy bs tn PE Pa le 
LSS a. ep GU RA Red Oa RRR Om re A. ON A BY RR r23 
uranic ea vcard aa. bine 27 Rea eee wet 5 alah Meanldaey 124 
Pueathithemyloon and Stars...) teen Mele er ee ort 125 
An Adirondack Winter Song. ....00.. ote) pep he i Senin 126 
Orie Te, ele Thon ert) tiene ah oe Genter Nulla era se 129 
EURTCP SULT VOLL IA YOP. ye) xl el oo) ane be eee eeen, ea rndids 130 
PPUCHUGROOWIM Aven’ ilo Su RUE een Nn Bish se One 131 
ugsewavec OL Brows, or Disha heen tai comin yd 132 


Phir curser Of least Resistance airtel ain. ot ee ets 133 


Bb ase es cid cc ae cdc soon tele sab) dua ops mle ot 135 
piwasi Duta Sigeiic 202). ee hte oo Pi otal: aelait Aaa 136 
Another Summer Day: . 520 65:5. 0. Lee 137 
Love Found Two Doors Ajar..<-.... 20s epe ae een 138 
A’ Dream:-of Lovers)... 4250/2. ao. er 139 
Hunting Season ...%0°:....... tae steed 0s gi 140 
SUNSCOH Wid. Sd oe. fo se te landed case's tele en 141 
An AipiCloud... 0. <0. vieaes 65) che 142 
Theawitid’s 55.4 64% ac eee yates 008 of 143 
I‘Love Thee, My Gipsy ...07a00..... .. 144 
Woodland Greetings...:......44'.,’.. . :-- 145 
Kyto,Chin Geisha ..d, sos a es Pen Re 146 
Shadows at Close of Day.4 3 ds. cu 148 
©, That My Muse Could Tell)... .... eee 149 
Wohelogies oa co veces ies) caynuuiategoints i gt ane 150 
Across-the Sea of Life... ... aes 58 ae 152 
The Lost Word}. 2, .°4..5 02 Ae eat ee 153 
SLOMIOLLOW «2264 a0 68 bese ess ce ate lea Oe ea ap 154 
Hong Kong’ Chow. . ...  . sjibpbeieeavienss ag rn ee 155 
Mother/and Lot po... os. GO ere ee 156 
The Great Unseen «.........' 5... ae oe ata oe 157 
Hawaii Bound: 

I. Rath 2)... [chard ee et te ea 158 

IL Poetry 0 oe) oe cae Coe cn ae 159 

P..5.. At Honolulw.. 0 ee 160 
Lhe Glory of the Past... ... ci) ne oe 161 
Lindy-Grams: 

Le Lindy’s Flight: i. 072754 aeee ae 162 

He Lindy Flew. 0. sch tise eee eae a alle oe 163 

a) Our Lindy... j.. do. ea ae 164 
He watter plow... ..\4 2 ¢ eG aeers Meee cae ee 2) 165 


Great Love Within My Heart Was Thine............. 166 


eT HousMosten Ob nO vine wale tame. ree ae ei i 168 
Parr Calitorniay Onr' Homelandem: vans vinnie well 170 
Waters Ocillis. is.) . 0): earl aye ahh. Duke oie 171 
REOSCUNIEG ee chine wid oly MUP MMB i, atten tele “gh gt Acar iy 
Pate. heLordsis Speaking enue e us cepts dorsal 173 
Frawatian Islesgan ao) cdots pram e BELE Ie, Shiela deities 174 
Thesy olcang Mouse!) 31.) oe ia anaveee. Salami tered, bye). 175 
ewail endian, ......). ..meenem thaves 12 A in ae, 176 
FUG SHEIOSteliy Gaels... eet Um Pt alan cat 177 
Pte vay OLCaM San hi. Nesta a niga Rehm ceaieaisrt welt 178 
PT POLCHCG OUD Me Ons... oo.) Umit Eames oy tee oro ea 180 
PEICOGSOIG 3 Moet is visio. <tc ae Rs Gin alas at eee 5 181 
Whe Touch of aiVanished Hand pier. iru het. 181 
MyjArtiqne Lamp 73... ind te ie bean OEP ae 182 
Hotpelatid ce cer 1 We EL ay eens acne Ur eat 2 184 
Mie Dotentieoteces 226 fee we ay. ee 185 
PART IV. RELIGIOUS VERSES 

PERE WONUtOUS CALL. oaths. ucimenamre ie cone ae uct, 189 
isteatchovale Loving Father iro dee. was. Uh a felt 190 
ihe sactiuicialevamp Was Fle sons si. ie! tiv as, shar 191 
ie word.issRisen: lhe Christ is; Kin pee ivi) ie close 192 
SCE TEAM eos. SCCM INN EAL, ch Pa, Ange eA les 193 
Gicat ehnovah, Ever Présentsay fe tee hie aaa, 194 
OTE TOE lr tes. 6 5) cae ene oe a aoe 196 
The Rose of Sharon and the Lily of the Valleys....... 197 
Od sav Old andvian. 23. ce ewe ee cee 8 tas 9 aes 198 
ihe lroht of the World, lerpeme pwd 8 kk sts. 2.00 
BOM OVCTORICLOC 0a los ct eer Re tment cae, CS. techs 201 
PUTED CranG Davi. sis. kun sien Water ers et LE Reta. s of th 2.02 
Pe UGCINCO Ue. (iss. hice se pene rat ok Mats tLe oe Gia aie 2.04 


iS Saige Va Seg MS OR Amat ea URE SO BD ea Neh En OC 205 


1 Heaven's “Message: :.:.:.:.% |. 00% sil lele’s eretele estan ean 


Ghrise Light 5.00.5 0s... 44.20’ 0 green ean ee teen 206 
Thy. Temple: ccc... 5 Re nee aden ae 207 
Blessed. Are the Pure in Heatt:0) ic.) enero 207 
Faith's: PEayeta ic 08.5.,.: 5 ic tolt siesetetebil tetanic etch ie aan ante 208 
Two Growns. | .)./..< oss cise ee nnn tets st st cle ern nen 208 
Dear Saviour Pilot Me... ©... 2yeie inc. eee 209 
The* thunder Storm, .'.:) 2 esas gactes ee ane 209 
aherevis Joy in My Heart.\\o0000) 0.1. See eee 210 
Whe Blessed Sleep :..4. .:0h cheese). 211 
The Spirits Flight... ..c 27... | ee ee 212 
WheniHe Comes... 5. 5.5/0) totes 5.0 ts oe 213 
Dreams tiie a wie ls ote died Uieiet te 214 
The Grosstoads «3.56.60 ieee de ts ee 215 
The Wheat-and the Tares).....):. 7... / ssw ee eee 216 
Pai ee Ope Ove... 2 4 dren I cit tee 217 
Fageh fos! ee) sigs os oo se dels ie ee 218 
When Morning Breaks .. 1.5 66tceyetetsn cue een 219 
Time and Hternity 0.06. eae ie ee oe 220 
God'injHis "Mercy Watches Still wai os eee 227 
+The Maiceot the'Sea.: 0.521 eee ee ce eee 222 
whe Glory/of the Sun, .2)..0.5 eee ey en eee 223 
step Over the Line’. 0) fo [S20 os gate ete «as 0 eee 224 
Patth's Battle oc). .....4). oA eee: ele 226 
“Weeping May Endure for aNigut?.: ca. ee te 227 
Messetigers of Love 30).!)2 ./).) eae ees eae ere eer 228 
BEC ee ice yc)s'y cet © 00 tre Ee ee ee ee ee 229 
Knowest Thou Jehovah... “eigeee en ns ae 230 
dhe Heavens Declare the Gloryar God. 7"). 3+, 231 
UT Peasta Voice oe 4. cece eo e ae eee 232 
Ayer! Be Done: 3... Pirate tere oat aes em 236 
PUPAE CHeL a setae AOU DSN Oe clei piccx 234 


iat Getcat Day n5 late ieee Nei E ews ec aes. 236 


Beyond: thewotars Scene semen ysis eis se lactone 237 
epreat |enowal).  LousAre weet ane esse beielee Sivas ce 238 
DESIONS OE ESUS ic opie uRmEme Noes) eece oy hai tes 239 
Iu the Stepsiot Christ Itbeuioumeressd. +. sit + soles = cers 2.40 
BEICLOLY 05 ite ats «oe ns ate ys clus RS 241 
Py Det SOULS AL Wakeey, </ i MimmemmeM alc. Gees dle cities « 242 
Mile) PSalmsimme wien. 4: ,\. 1 emer ete anelt Madais s!. 2.43 
WC DEMCVe st, eats os 4. eats? eae w'sle a /ota lle cia! eo 244 
7 SG Fela C0) 5 bs 02) AR 2 2 A A AO og 245 
miogerh. Lhoughisiol a Laymidniman as cls ov efetnie aes aie 246 
BALALY SHA DSWelwne ac = s\.'s cer nORN tee HE alate sche ela helenae iss 2.48 
Pepcernisiiy meres oS): 5cspe eae Fema aR oes. 250 
BROS ON Ala eatacet eet 4 2. 5 sammie se SMe Ceyiaiets starely « 253 
BrOreSSOt RIVEO M0). seve oe ches foes itchy ci 254 
08 the fose Ms Seren ER AA 0 2) ea A ORLA Am 255 
BRT OU, OF GL ICC Aa rats cars hos stn eterna e Behe Wetaie e's 6 iy oie 2.56 
POG CTR UL OUMOCEV ertt ., Sits ae Namar tela aera iei o's a) e's sas miei § 259 
Parcitothcuy gices.Of the Nighte Urge ile. -a 260 
BG MCHC StOM LOVE, wr. center aan. A eye Dey 2.61 
REPELS LAS Meme et ete «cs isl aid vemitlare tt oltiele sctenae wee ce tole pr 2.62 
Es Fala RETA LEG eke cs ea re MIP Or SoU Pare, 1 eRe A 2.63 
PEARS PAV LO ete. Shi ee eee eine at AU eee PS A Bi 264 


ReMewer Catsorectin gnc. ttacecss strane s acs atiee ate 2.65 


“or 


ah hr 
fi ¥f 
LA 
? 
8) 


aS ey u . ‘ 
=i ie mE 


ape ; ‘ ; are 
as VAG ieee (ont ae eit 


= : ; § ‘ B 
i 1° 7 z ; os ; yi eg te bea 
Leet Pe ae pee 2 iF 
bb oy = |, RM, Veh olieed Seat ee | 
, i Ph L . a5 A 
' ; ' s Lee os ae me Pen. , ey ake: , % 
4 -verne j A 
= r ae Ps os =e ; 
 . ‘ 
- ‘i & Re 
i “ae 
: ‘ 
( 
t r 
a J = } 
al 5 - 
i f = F G 
i 
4 i 7 
4 : 
~ ~ A 
t 
y 
FY 
J alg 
5 va : 
es & pe oe 
= 
hy 4 ‘ 
P c 
Blt } 
, A 1 
l 
A 
‘ 2 
X 
F 2 
= W , 
Jaf ‘ 
~ 7 
7 vis ' 
~ eo” 
§ 4 
a y 
Fi 
‘ ’ 
4 ¥ . 
Ly al , . * 
bs Pi 
' re 
. - 
1 
3 > 
v5 } ¥ + 
© = Ui .~ 
¢ 
* y 
Cc 
. r 
‘ ¥ ; s 
“1 rs 
E 
= * 
: i 
~ | 
. 4 * a] 
- - . 
= . ’ 
ie 
i*% > 
ij 1 4 a ms 
= a 
An ; 
* 
- 7 . 
r } 
ry * 
me ¥ / 
ots way, : 
4 a tt ‘ at 
‘ _ 
‘ d ; - 
| 7 CV Gra). 0 i 
% ? yz 
7 | DS a eer i ¢. 
aary t : . for : ‘ a 45" 
5 » : 
’ <? f + Ls wa is 5. & ‘ - he 
, Ps 
i ieyes ay Los : + 


is 
at i 


gs, iy Dae 
' at At nN 
( 71 } 


4 : a) 
: j oh 2) og cha 
‘ * | ° be 7 fi 0 ‘ 
j oar | 4 
¥ oh } eA : 
s - | et . 
f 
wt Lan fe ’ 
: ’ 
j < “hk 
ae 
’ é 
x} 
1 4 
3 a 
i; = ~ 
; ; 4 j 
} “at 
i 
. 
i % > - 
i : 
y = 
4 >, 
% of , 
ea , 
wi j 
x ay oy F i [ ¢ 
af i Fig " fT 
: A - 
j 4 
/~ “ 4 
+ - . i 
\ ) ’ ag 
' ; 
\) : om ' ; ‘ 
} é 
\ B. 
£ 
5 . : 
is 4 
s Ps 
re a“ ‘ 
| ha % 


il — 
~ 
- 4 } 
; i , c 
i 
; v rs 
i f <4 e \ ‘ ss) » 
: = i ew 
\ ' ries M " , ; aN 
Oe | (| ONE a 
? . 34) ' ‘ +A 3 
hi : = 7 ‘ > =5f 
R: { ¢ r. \ ar) C 
. ey : ‘ § ’ Peet t E 
- ; i ee | 
i ' +. v 4 igs > s ot i » : 40 5 Ags 
ie | | ‘ TORU VES 
+ - + sl Pale Be * ' ar & ¥ “a \. ' = 
af > . . 2 
ot * ¢ . Ki, : oe : } y f ad rf 
bieX a? . 
c P 4 “ 
i . f ry. 
a << 5 —_< 
‘ ‘ 
i? a eae 
" 4 
a ' ‘ 
a * 
1 
i = 
— ‘ 
: _ —_ 
x 
wa P ; , 
’ : 
1 J 4 
’ 
a , of | 
ee S 
¥ 2 
V4 3 
= 
' > 4 
/ 4 ) 
~ i T 
; - . 1 
: a 
i 7 * 
‘ P tJ) \ 
¥ * } : 
= 7 p.) . 
a + 
f , 
i 
i ri 
a i wv 
: . 
; vig £ ‘ 
i a F ‘ 
e : 
ft boat 
«tf > aT ‘ 
‘ta ‘ ty P] be 7 
i ‘ 
i‘ : i a 
, Pe ’ 
r 
A ' 
t im) i 
' ' ba fa4, 
4 a i 4 A, 
: nt é é - 
j Y 
A f o" 3 ; 


CHILDHOOD 


With just a thought for childhood’s hour 
When love first came to me, 

These verses here are now inscribed 
In loving memory; 

That children may be first within, 
Though given a small space, 

For their minds quickly pass beyond 
Into the larger place. 


Ag 


‘TIS A WONDROUS STORY 


Wouldst thou hear a story 
Of the long ago, 
Hear a Christmas story 
That the children know? 
We have told it often, 
Told it o’er and o'er, 
For ‘tis in the telling 
That we love it more. 


"Tis a wondrous story 
How the God of Love 
Sent the King of Glory 
Down from Heaven above; 
Born of virgin mother 
In a stable bare, 
While the humble shepherds 
Knelt in simple prayer. 


With the King of Glory 
Borne on waves of light, 
Came the Herald Angels 
Singing through the night. 
While the world was sleeping 
Shepherds on the plain 
Saw the Heavens open, 
Heard the glad refrain. 


ps8: 


Herod, he was sleeping 

In his bed that night, 
Restless, he was dreaming 

But he saw no light; 
Neither saw he Angels, 

No sound reached his ear; 
Fear and sin were lurking 

In the shadows near. 


Swiftly on their camels 
From we know not where, 
Came Three Wise Men bringing 
Gold, frankincense and myrrh. 
From some eastern countries 
Came they from afar, 
Seeking for a Saviour 
‘Neath a guiding star. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
June 6, 1928 


THE PLAYGROUND AT PAOWNYC 


There’s a Playground hid in the forest’s depths 
Where Kiddies love to play; 

You can find them there during summer months 
"Most any time of day. | 

There’s a large Playhouse with several rooms, 
And furniture most grand; 

There’s a Sand House too, with lots of tools, 
And a Bin ‘most full of sand. 


There’s a General Store, and Post Office, 
While just across the way 

Is a Monkey House with a real live Ape 
Who loves to eat and play; 

There’s a Junior Gym, and a lot of swings, 
And other things galore; 

For the Kiddies it is the Land of Oz— 
They love it more and more. 


‘Tis a Fairyland on the mountainside 
That overlooks the lake, 3 

"Midst the sweet perfume from the evergreens 
Through which the sun doth break. 

Kiddies’ laughter blends with the song of birds 
Throughout the livelong day 

As the fleeting hours of the summer pass 
Forevermore away. 


2.2. 


For the breath of summer doth come and 50, : 
As doth sweet childhood’s hours, 

Blending tears and laughter with sun and rain, 
And lovely witdwoud flowers. 

Then let pleasure reign on the Camp Playground 
And revel in the ania 

Live thy youth once more with the Kiddies there 
And roll upon the ground. 


When summer ends and the Kiddies leave, 
Then Squirrels and Chipmunks play 

On the Camp Playground as they wonder why 
The Kiddies went away. 

Then the winter comes with its ice and snow 
And covers lake and. ground; 

Where the white-laden evergreens bend low, 
Then Rabbits play around. 


When the sun of summer shall shine once more, 
And Kiddies come again, 

May there be more sun on the Camp Bayemane 
And less of cloud and rain! 

May we all meet there with joy in our hearts 
We ask, dear God above; 

Watch over us all through the winter months 
With tender care and love. 


**Paownyc”’ 
September 9, 1927 
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A KIDDIE’S DREAM 


A Kiddie dreamed that a Billy Goat 

Butted and captured the Pickle Boat; 

Kiddies with pennies around the Lake 

When they met the boat cried,‘‘For Heaven's sake!"’ 


Canned goods and candies were on the floor; 
Wilcox peered out from the cooler door; 
Mothers who came with their little flocks 
Went scurrying home from off the docks. 


Panic was reigning ‘most everywhere; 
Cries from the Kiddies were on the air; 
Fathers with guns ran along the shore 
Shooting and hollering more and more. 


When brave men and true captured the Goat 
They fired some bullets down his throat; 
The Pickle Boat Man was almost dead; 

‘Is the Butter gone?”’ he faintly said. 


‘“He’s eaten the labels from off our cans; 
He's butted the covers from off our hams! 
Take him away, tie him with a chain— 
Don't ever let him get loose again.’’ 


It sure was a nightmare of a dream 

And this is the moral it would seem,— 
The internal parts of Kids and Goats 

Can be wrecked the same as Pickle Boats. 


‘*Paownyc”’ rg vy chip Boat, a CERI boat on the 
‘ulton Chain of Lakes, is well patronized by 
September 7, 1927 children with often uncomfortable results. 
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WHAT TWO KIDDIES SAW 


Two Kiddies once went out for a walk, 
There was much of laughter, much of talk. 
They met in the middle of the road 

The funniest, jumping, hopping Toad. 


A Crow on a fence was singing “Caw,” 
And many more things those Kiddies saw. 
A Birdie was swinging on a bough, 

While a Cat beneath was saying ‘‘Meow.”’ 


A Bull Dog was lying in the sun, 

He knew where his bones were, every one. 
They saw a Chipmunk hide in the grass, 
And a jumping Bunny Rabbit pass. 


A Moo Cow scratched her ear with her hoof; 
Some Puppies saw them and called ‘Woof, woof;”’ 
And once in a while those Kiddies would stop 
To make some Grasshoppers hop, hop, hop. 


‘Twas tragic, the ending of the walk, 
We lower our voices when we talk,— 
Some Bees had a nest built in the path— 
‘Tis lacking in grace to even laugh. 


**Paownyc”’ 
September 7, 1927 


ULULANI 
A SEA TALE 


When Ululani went to feed 
The fishes in the ocean, 

She climbed aboard the Mina boat 
Before it got 1n motion. 

The fish were swimming ‘round about, 
Delighted with her notion, 

They started wiggling all their tails 
And made a great commotion. 


The ship got started on her way, 
End pitching and side rolling; 
‘Most all the folks were feeling sick— 
Some heard the ship’s bell tolling. 
The ship would lie down on one side, 
Then turn upon the other; 
The fishes bent their funny bones, 
And winked at one another. 


Then Ululani got quite sick, 
For some things were too handy— 
It might have been the fishes’ tails, 
Or else perhaps the candy. 
This made the fishes feel so bad, 
They straightway passed a motion 
That all fish stop their wiggling tails 
And straighten out the ocean. 
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For one day then it was quite smooth 
"Til Lani was much better, 

Then all those fish cut loose again, 
And things got wet and wetter. 

The sky, it also shed some tears, 
In fact it was quite rainy; 

But soon the bright Hawaiian sun 
Will shine for Ululani. 


S. S. Wilhelmina, Nore: Written for Ululani May, aged 214 
en route years, one of the passengers homeward 
bound. 


March 15, 1927 


DEAR CHILDREN TELL ME THAT 


Our grandma has two little dogs, 
And once she owned a cat, 
But why did grandma go to bed 

And snuggle with a bat? 


She might have chosen frog or toad, 
Or worn her Sunday hat, 

But why a bat in grandma’s bed, 
Dear children tell me that? 


“Paownyo” 
August 24, 1928 


TO AMY 


Once on a time there was a girl, 

Her long, straight hair it did not curl. 

She ran away and went to play 

With the darky children across the way. 

Then the long, straight hair on that little girl 
Began to grow with a kinky curl, 

And her skin, which once from soap was white, 
Began to turn as black as night, 

And quickly grew a somber hue 

Just like the monkeys in the zoo. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
Summer of 1895 


TO BETTY LEE 


Nore: Written for Amy Murray Edwards, 
now Amy Edwards Childs, during the sum- 
mer of 1895. Sheconstantly ran away, against 
her mother’s commands, to play with Homer 
Ham, son of Riley Ham, the colored Sexton 
of the Fourth Presbyterian Church. These 
lines ended the affair. 


Dear Betty Lee, my thought for you 
Is one of love both deep and true. 
The words on pages pink I'd write 
Would be the same on pages blue. 
My heart and hand would both unite 
To pen this sentence, ‘‘I love you.’ 


Atlantic City, N. J. 
March 19, 1926 


Note: Written for my granddaughter, Betty 
Lee Edwards, in her autograph album in 
which the pages were part pink and part 
blue. It was her request that ‘‘pages pink” 
be used. 
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JEANNE PHYLLIS 


Fill us full of canned goods, 
Fill us full of ham, 

Fill us full of applesauce, 
Fill us full of jam; 

We await the Pickle Boat, 
On the dock we stand 

With our mouths awaterin’, 
Pennies in our hand. 

When we heard the whistle blow, 
Down the stairs we ran; 

Phyllis eats ‘most anything— 
Hurry, hurry, Man! 


Fill us with banana oil, 
Milk from out the can, 

Fill us full of chewin’ gum, 
Take our pennies, Man; 

Give us sumthin’ awful sweet 
For an achin’ tooth; 

And for Dudley's stummik’s sake 
One more Baby Ruth. 

Till our mothers pump us out, 
Who will ever know 

What gave us the stummik ache 
And made us holler so? 


Nore: Written for Jeanne Phyllis Tenney, 
aged 5 years, daughter of Captain and Mrs. 
Parker Tenney, U. S. Army, while a guest 
at Paownyc. 


**Paownyc’’ 
July 27, 1927 


29 


AVIARY 


Miss Loretta, most charming, is a Panama parrot 
With a fine line of chatter from morning till night: 
The coy little siren will lie and roll over; 

She’s a cute little flirt with a laugh and a bite. 


Mr. Jocko, most gentle, with manners most faultless, 
Is a gentleman parrot who has much to say; 

When away from his home he is a high flier, 

He is known to his friends as the African Gray. 


Mickey Murdock Macaw is a gay cavaliero, 

When off of his perch, an old Pirate is he, 

He attacks and destroys the homes of his neighbors, 
With wildest abandon and devilish glee. 


John Timothy Reeve is a bird of a fellow, 

The feathers he wears mean a Doctor's degree; 
He oft takes a nip, and is sometimes most noisy, 
He is sure a misnomer for the Reverend John T. 


This feathered quartet, with Loretta as leader, 
Sing rollicking songs of the land and the sea; 

While Mickey and Jock, the loudest of basses, 
Compete with the notes of the ardent John T. 


Like others we know who are talkers and singers 
When temperament favors, they are a delight; 
But ever be wary and stop, look and listen, 

For you gamble forever ’twixt a kiss and a bite. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 6, 1926 
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HIMMY’S OUTING 


Himmy went to market, 

Slipped out through his door, 
Did all of his trading 

At the General Store. 


Then he did some calling, 
Got himself a drink, 
Turning on the faucet 
At Aunt Clara’s sink. 


Broke an empty bottle 
On the cement floor, 

Flung the broom and mop-stick 
Outside her back door. 


Picked himself some berries 
Back within the wood, 
Then went home with Georgie 

For his breakfast food. 


““Paownyc’’ Nortsg: Events which occurred during 
July 25, 1928 the escape of Himmy the Ape. 


ZIP 


Zip, pomeranian, an oversized pet— 

Those who knew him in life remember him yet. 

He was ever alert, was wise in his head, 

He could reason things out and knew all we said. 

Son of ‘‘Awfully Mite’ and “Little Snowball,”’ 

He was very much big while they were quite small. 

Had they met their young son, they'd have yelped 
“Good night!’ 

Have met with disdain or been eaten at sight. 


Zip weighed twenty pounds while they weighed three 
and four, , 

But Zip himself thought that he weighed a lot more. 

When he got in a fight then he was the one, 

When licked to a frazzle, who thought he had won. 

All covered with blood from his Eagle Bay fight, 

Just a bath in a tub, and he was all right. 

Once he fought with two bull dogs, and lost some hair 

From scalding hot water they poured on him there. 


Brought home in a cart, mud was his chief hurt, 

His need soap and water to wash off the dirt. 

Not lacking in wisdom—he was not a nut— 

His trouble was ‘‘cocky,’’ he never was ‘“‘mutt.”’ 
Thrice with automobiles he claimed right-of-way; 
With a very slight bump they bade him “‘good-day.”” 
One time when a cycle wheel gave him a whirl, 
Quite broken in spirit, his tail lost its curl. 
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To ride in an auto was his greatest delight; 

He always was ready by day or by night. 

The sound of the horn he would know from afar; 
When seated in front, it was he owned the car. 
If a cylinder missed he’d turn half around, 

Cock his head to one side and hark to the sound. 
He oft gave the chauffeur a kiss and a hug, 
Sitting there by his side with manner most smug. 


His acquaintance was large, his calling list big, 
He was a Beau Brummel—somewhat of a prig. 
Two sight-seeing tours ‘round the Lake we relate, 
One tour was alone, one with Soudan as mate. 
Soudan was an airedale, the two oft would ride 
On launches and steamers and captains defied; 
Both at camp and hotel, at dock and at pier, 
They would come and be seen, and then disappear. 


At hotels they would dine for Zip could appeal, 
With manner resistless his wants could reveal; 

He would sit up and beg ‘til guests would respond 
With tidbits and morsels of which he was fond. 

He would enter the kitchens expressing his need 
Demanding they give him a substantial feed; 

So confident was he, no appeal was in vain, 

They gave him his fill and then said, ‘‘Come again!”’ 
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When cornered at last, their return was in state, 
A sight to remember, a tale to relate,— 

In their own private launch, a world famous ride, 
On the rear seat they sat, those two, side by side. 
Zip, now with his fathers in Dogland, I know, 
Still watches his brothers and airships below. 
However they keep him, I never can tell, 

Unless they have autos in Dogland as well. 


““Paownye’’ 
September 29, 1926 


WATCH DOGS 


Peking and Heide, two brave dogs, 
In luxury abide, 

And hurl defiance through the screens 
At dogs that roam outside! 


Within our Adirondack Camp 
They share a lake-front room 
And from their balcony they guard 
The waters, sky, and moon! 


“‘Paownyc’’ 
August 25, 1928 
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STOLEN SWEETS 


Peking and Heide, pekinese, 
Came romping wild and free, 
With kisses moist and plentiful 
They wished to give to me. 
Their little tongues like telescopes 
I both could feel and see, 
Until they left me with a rush 
To go to Betty Lee. 


It must have been her loveliness, 
Or something that she ate 
Still clinging to her pretty cheek, 
Or lips so roseate. 
Be that, however, as it may, 
All stains were washed away, 
And what the flavors were they found 
Those two will never say. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 


December 23, 1927 
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HONG 


Hong we brought from far off China, 
From a city called Hong Kong; 

Then a two months blue-black puppy, 
Black his mouth and black his tongue. 

Half around the world we brought him, 
Fifteen thousand miles by sea; 

Hong Kong Chow, the name we gave him, 
Was our gift to Betty Lee. 


He was ever a wise puppy, 
Silent but observant he, 

Won the hearts of all who knew him 
Those two months upon the sea. 

On the topmost deck, his quarters 
Both commodious and neat, 

With a Geisha girl named Kyto, 
These two shared a private suite. 


Hours we spent with him and Kyto 
As we traveled on the sea, 

Happy hours now gone forever— 
Still they live in memory. 

Day by day we learned to love them, 
Day by day the puppies grew, 

Ever watching for our coming, 
E’er they saw they always knew. 
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When they saw us at the railing, 
Then they came with rush and bark, 
Fager little upturned faces— 
To their pleadings we would hark; 
Lift them out beyond the railing, 
Comb and brush their matted hair, 
Feed them cakes and little cookies, 
Watch them play together there. 


When arrived in New York harbor, 
Landed on an unknown shore, 
From their native lands far distant, 
They found friends and home once more. 
Doors stood open for their coming, 
Joy and love did them surround; 
To Betty Lee, his little mistress, 
Hong by chains of love was bound. 


Hong was then a four months puppy 
Full of wisdom too was he, 
Wisdom brought from far off China, 
Wisdom gained upon the sea. 
When his puppy days were over, 
He was wise to a degree, 
By other dogs he was respected, 
From dog dominance was free. 
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Like some dark and silent shadow, 
He was ever in the thick 
While he never was obtrusive, 
Still he never missed a trick. 
Dignified, aloof and distant, 
Ways of dogs he seemed above, 
Tolerant but never cringing, 
In his heart was only love. 


““Paownyc”’ 
September 29, 1926 


NIP AND TUCK 


Both Nip and Tuck are spaniel pups 
To whom the world is new; 
They wander ‘round the universe 
To find what they can chew. 
And when they get the stomach ache 
We wonder what they found— 
A dead fish lying on the shore, 
Or bones beneath the ground! 


‘‘Paownyc”’ 
August 25, 1928 


I. DREAMED I WAS A CHILD AGAIN 


I dreamed I was a child again 
As in the olden days, 

And childhood scenes came back to me 
From out the golden haze. 

Once more I felt my mother’s touch— 
So full of tender love, 

And saw her dear face radiant 
With light from Heav'n above. 


Once more I felt her lips caress, 
Heard loving words she said; 
Once more I lisped the prayers she taught 
As I knelt by my bed; 
And then when snugly tucked away 
As she turned out the light, 
While angels hovered near, I heard 
Her whisper soft, ‘‘Good night.”’ 


Syracuse, N.Y. 


t 
December 2, 1927 
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NONSENSE 


“A little nonsense, now and then, 
Is relished by the wisest men.”’ 
For dignity must needs unbend, 
Banana peels can serve this end. 
"Tis better far to suffer verse, 

To swallow medicine is worse. 
Why not enjoy a little laugh, 
And call it nonsense, call it chaff? 
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GOLF 


On Uncle Ebenezer’s farm, 
Upon a summer's day, 

The farm hands at the crack of dawn 
Went out to harvest hay. 

A motley crowd is gathered now 
Upon those fields at play: 

With golf suits and with funny sticks 
They scare the crows away. 


They’re just as early on their job 
Of runnin’ ’round and ‘round, 
And knockin’ balls about with sticks 
Until they're lost and found. 
Like turkey buzzards in a field, 
Just desecratin’ ground, 
Consumin’, not producin’— 
Oft with a gurglin’ sound. 


The movie bunch has got ‘em beat, 
For they get five per day, 

With costumes also furnished free, 
While these nuts have to pay. 

I wish the gang at Washington 
Would take their sticks away, 

And pass a law, from twenty-four, 
Twelve hours to hit the hay. 


For now up at the Huntington 
You can’t get breakfast late, 

The golfers, they are up and gone 
Before it’s half-past eight: 

The boss has closed the dining room 
Before I’ve time to dress, 

‘Tis just that crazy bunch of guys 
That gives me weariness. 


Pasadena, Cal. 
March 3, 1927 


SING, O SING, SWEET MAIDEN 


Sing, O sing, sweet maiden 
While I close my eyes, 
Soaring, floating, dreaming— 

Bird of Paradise! 


When I ope my peepers 
All I see is mouth; 

Thou art like a macaw 
From the sunny south! 


**Paownyc’’ 
July 26, 1928 
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EBENEZER-GRAMS 
iL. 


EBENEZER’S PROBLEM 


With Unkel Eben weepin’ 
We orter heave a sigh 
Fer his livestock’s a dyin’— 

List ter the reason why. 


Wher Unkel Eb is livin’, 
They laid cerment between 
His barnyard and his cabin 
Wher wunst the grass wus green. 


And now ther is no passin’ 
With autos whizzin’ by; 

His hungry cows is cryin’ 
While pigs grunt in ther sty. 


He wants ter cross and feed ’em—. s_ 


‘Tis death ter even try. 
We shud buy Eb an airship 
And learn him how ter fly! . 


En route 
Syracuse to Detroit 
July 17, 1928 
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II. 


UNKEL EB Is SpPEEDIN’ 


Unkel Eb is now a speedin’ 
He’s bought himself a car, 
His horn is loudly tootin’ 
As he rides neer and far. 


He don’t do eny milkin’, 
Aunt Mi sits by his stde— 
No mendin’ and no cookin’. 
Sence she has learnt ter_ride. 


They eat along the rodeside 
Hot dogs and ginger pop 

Fer when they get a goin’ 
They hesertate ter stop. 


His barn is now a gerage, 
His kids sell ile and gas, 
His cabin is a hotel 
Wher weery peeple pass. 


En route 
Syracuse to Detroit 
July 17, 1928 
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Til. 


UNKEL Es Went CAMPIN’ 


When Unkel Eb went campin’ 
His car wus quite a site 
With tent and rolls of baggage 

Upon the left and rite. 


Sum car sideswiped his luggage, 
Yer orter heerd him sware 
Fer ther wus broken bottels 
A leakin’ ev’rywher. 


Sum troopers by the rodeside 
Wus overcum by gas, 

But Unkel sed ‘twas only 
Fermented appelsas. 


Eb sed thet proherbishun 
Wus sumthin of the past, 

That he wus ade ter Al Smith 
And stop him if they dast! 


En route 
Syracuse to Detroit 
July 17, 1928 
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THE LITTLE TOBOGGAN 


Interpretation is an overworked word, 

When men become Modern it often is heard. 
‘Tis the little toboggan upon which they slide, 
While their lower extremities act as their guide. 


As they climb up the hill after each ride, 

"Tis the Shield of their Faith behind which they 
hide. 

They are good little boys, and they love their 
nice slide, 

For them it is Heaven to climb and to ride. 


‘‘Paownyc’’ 
September 26, 1926 


SATAN’S HIGHWAY 


With Satan joyously leading the way, 
Modern chaos would have full sway, 

Some would follow and some would guide, 
Some would walk and some would ride. 
Satan leads, as winding down 

They follow the road to his Old Home Town. 


‘““Paownyc’ 
August 28, 1926 
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POLLYWOGS 


Down in Maine at Camp Wohelo, 
"Mid Sebago’s moats and bogs, 
Jellyfish are evolutin’ 
Into Pollywogs and Frogs. 
Scientists, with wild excitement, 
Point their fingers there with glee, 
Claiming, now, at last is proven 
Evolution’s theory. 


‘*’Tis a fact,’’ said one old geezer, 
‘Every man of science knows, 
When they finish evolutin’ 
They'll put powder on their nose.”’ 
‘‘What's a name,’’ said one old whiskers, 
‘‘Call ‘em fish or call ‘em rose, 
You can never change the species, 
They'll be wantin’ hats and clothes.’ 


» 


‘‘Makes me sick,’’ said Uncle Ezra, 
‘‘Monkey shines and Darwin stuff, 
I am stickin’ to the Bible, 
They seem human rite enuff. 
What’s the use of theorizin’ 
You can’t alter Nature’s plan, 
Once they git to evolutin’ 
They'll make monkeys out of man.”’ 


Poland Springs Hotel 
August 17, 1926 
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A QUESTION HYPOTHETICAL 


A question hypothetical 
Requires a lot of cash, | 
But when you're up against it hard, | 
It is the thing to ask. 7 
Beyond the scope of human thought. 
It makes a jury gasp, 
And when they don't know where they: fe at, 
It is a lawyer's task. 


Ten thousand words, or more, it takes . 
To ask a simple one; 

The expert puts them all to dlectis 
Before his task is done. 

The Judge has scratched the hair all off | 
The outside of his head 

Just trying to massage his brains 
And digest what was said. 


The jury are like manikins 
From whom all thought has fled, 
Without gas masks they had no chance;: . - 
They seem to be quite dead. ) 
“I give it up, let’s flip a cent!”’ 
The foreman faintly said, 
‘‘T think the devil has the tail, 
The lawyers have the head.’ 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 13, 1927 
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THE ANGELS MARVEL 


There are stars up in the Heavens 
Beyond where we can reach, 
Drops of water in the ocean, 
And pebbles on the beach; 
There are microbes theorizing 
Who often shout and preach; 
There are fungi in the classrooms 
Who know not what they teach. 


The Creator, God of Heaven, 
Looks down with tender love 
On the things of His creation— 
The world and stars above, 
While the Angel hosts who serve Him 
Still marvel at His plan 
For beyond their comprehension 
Is His one creature—Man. 


En route 
Syracuse to New York 
March 11, 1928 
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MAID OF RED AND WHITE 


Married to a maiden 
"Neath electric light, 
Cheeks were like the roses, 
Lips were flaming bright. 
When he woke next morning 
She gave him a fright— 
Cheeks were pale and sallow, 
Lips were almost white. 


Now he roams forever, 
Pilgrim of the night, 
Sleeping in the day-time, 
Hiding out of sight. 
Shouldst thou ever marry 
Maid of red and white, 
In the early morning 
Close the shutters tight. 


‘“‘Paownyc”’ 
July 25, 1928 
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BILLY’S EPIC POEM 


This is Billy’s epic poem 
Tho’ Rody calls it rhyme, 
Still both of them are worried 
When it’s coughin’ time. 
Rody does some talkin’, 
Shows ’em how to cough, 
While Billy glowers about him 
Like he'd treat ’em rough. 


Rody tells ‘em plainly 
His is the only plan, 
That other styles.of coughin’ 
“May bust their diafram. 
Other styles of coughin’ 
May make an awful muss, 
Spill their teeth or sumthin’, 
Split their ’sophagus. 


There's just one way to stop ‘em 
And that’s to treat "em Hah 
Sic the Swedes upon ‘em 
‘Til they've had enuf. 
Homeopathic treatment 
Only makes ’em laff, 
What that bunch is needin’ 
Is an osteopath. 


Work their spinal columns, 
Twist ‘em by the neck, 
Punch ‘em in the gizzards 
‘Til they are a wreck. 
They may kick a little, 
And be awful sore, 
But when their windbags busted 
They can’t cough no more. 


Syracuse, N.Y. Note: Written for Rev. William A. Sunday, 
April 26, 1926 


FISH 


There are sharks that swim in ocean, 
And sardines packed in cans; 

There are oysters on the half shell, 
Shrimps sizzling in the pans; 

But the lobsters are most human 
Of all fish caught or hooked— 

They are green while they are crawling, 
And red when they are cooked. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
May 28, 1928 
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THE CORN ON JOSIE’S TOE 


The Board Walk, Atlantic City, 
The passing of Ollie and Joe, 
Hippity Hoppity, Hoppity Hippity, 

Down the Walk they go. 
Why does Josie hobble, 
Why does she wobble so? 
Hoppity Hippity, Hippity Hoppity, 
Down the Walk they go. 


The Board Walk has no feeling, 
The ocean does not know, 
Hippity Hoppity, Hoppity Hippity, 
Down the Walk they go. 
Why is Josie weeping, 
Why such tragic woe? 
If you'd know the reason— 
"Tis a corn on Josie’s toe. 


Atlantic City, N. J. 
April 16, 1926 
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MARY ATE A LITTLE LAMB 


Mary ate a little lamb 
For more she could not chew, 

Her plate was made by Doctor Nuff 
And it had broke in two; 

"Most all the teeth had fallen off, 
So what could Mary do— 

She did not dare to make a noise, 
So no one ever knew. 


Her lover was quite mystified 
For he paid for the meat, 

And both seemed quite preoccupied 
With no desire to eat; 

For his teeth too were filled by Nuff 
Who told him not to chew, 

His fillings fast were dropping out, 
But Mary never knew. 


‘Paownyc’’ Norz: An ode to “‘lost fillings.”” 
July 15, 1927 
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WEST SHORE ELERVASHUN 


We held elecshun 1n our town 
‘Bout railroads runnin’ thru— 
Sum wanted ter subway ’em down, 
Sum elervate tet view; ; 
Sum wuz fer West Shore rite uv way, 
Sum fer the Northern Rout; 
And sum thare wuz who knoo the leest, 
Put up the loudest shout. 


Thare wuz sum feller they calls Bull 
Upon the Northern side, 

A candel maker, sumwun sed, 
Who wanted ter decide. 

He sed he’d watched ‘em nite and day 
A bélchin’ smoak and sut; 

The way he'd talk and spend his cash 
You'd think he wuz a nut. 


They hired an Engineer named Fay 
Ter tell *em what ter do, 

And when he told ’em sum folks sed 
The feller never knoo. 

Sum hired a girl out Cleavlend way 
Who wuz a peach ter shout, 

Altho she did not reely know 
What it wuz all about. 
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And when I heerd that woman say 
The wurds they wud prepair, 

It made me git rite up and walk 
Outside ter breathe the air; 

And when I heerd sum Docter croak, 
Ter me it did appear 

Thare must be properties in smoak 
Within the nose and ear 


That coats the membrains over so 
No microbes kin git neer; 

Perhaps the railroad’s awful noise 
Kin make deaf peepul heer. 

It makes me sumtimes wunder why 
He is a docter man 

When he kin be so versatile 
About a railroad plan. 


Wimmin’ and docters seem ter know 
More than an engineer 

Just whare a railroad orter go, 
Ter them it is most cleer; 

The men who bild and run the rodes 
Shud surely take advice 

From cooks, and maids, and orators, 
Or else they are not nice. 
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Down in the districk whare I vote 
Thare wuz a mile between 

The hind-end of the votin’ line 
And that air vote merchine. 

Boss Kelley wuz a hangin’ ‘round 
Outside the polin’ place,— 

He must have bin a bettin’, ‘cause 
He wuzn't in the race. 


And when they all had voted ‘til 
They cudn’t vote no more, 
They started in a countin’ ‘til 
The North Side bunch got sore. 
The Docter sez—‘‘Let me and Bill 
Just count them votes wunz more,— 
‘Twas in the countin’ Tunney wun— 


And so with the West Shore.”’ 


It sure wuz vocal exercise 
Just routin’ rodes by mouth, 
And if we wate a few more years 
Sum folks may rout ‘em south. 
But when the votin’s all bin dun, 
Who haz the final say? 
Who is it owns the railroads and 
Who haz the rite uv way? 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
November 19, 1927 


SORT OF TIMID LIKE 


Once I loved a maiden 
Like a turtle dove, 
She was just an angel, 
Full of coo and love. 
Married to another, 
Watchful now I smile, 
That day I was usher 
Up and down the aisle. 


Now he’s pushing babies 
Up and down the walk; 
While the kids are howling 
You should hear her talk. 
He looks kind of wistful 
As I pass them by; 
But there's no escaping 
"Neath her watchful eye. 


Birds of air are mating, 
Singing songs of love, 
Building homes and nesting 
In the trees above; 
Still they often quarrel, © 

I have seen them fight, 
So I’m hesitating— 
Sort of timid like. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 27, 1928 
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HIMALAYA APE 


Now listen, Evolutionists, 
And show your loyalty, 
Your brother, Himalaya Ape, 
Is in captivity. 
We've had our Him six months or more, 
’Tis hard to understand, 
Not one of you have called, as yet, 
To grasp a brother's hand. 


You ought to know your brother Him 
In this land of the free; 

We keep him a close prisoner 
Deprived of liberty. 

You certainly should call on Him 
And let him understand 

Your call is made to welcome him 
Into your little band. 


I often look at Brother Him 
And wonder, when I do, 
If Himmy’s brothers on ‘‘The Hill’’ 
Would grant an interview, 
If he should seek a job within 
The college Archbold gym— 
Director Physical, I think, 
Would best suit Brother Him. 
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He then could teach his relatives 
To do stunts and to swim. 

Why not give Brother Him a chance? 
Why not Professor Him? 

At least, Director Physical, 
He could have a degree; 

He then could have his cards engraved, 
Professor Him, D. P. 


The Chancellor would hardly know 
Our Himmy from his own, 

Some talk and think as Himmy does, 
Which fact we all bemoan; 

They cannot climb the campus trees 
And swing from limb to limb, 

But still they claim relationship 
And call him Brother Him. 


A teacher is an animal 
Of more or less degree, 
Just where they did originate 
Is an uncertainty. 
Old Darwin had a theory 
Some teachers b’lieve is true, 
That they came from the monkey tribe, 
Some others think so too. 
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For there are teachers teaching there 
Who really think they know 

That Him’s granddad was their granddad 
A few aeons ago. 

What teachers teach, I often think, 
Is mostly from the head 

Else Himmy would not have to wait 
Till after he is dead. 


A question hypothetical 
I now propound to you, 

If Him’s granddad were your granddad, 
If this you think is true, 

Could not your little Brother Him 
Have little monkeys too? 

And further, if we are to give 
The subject full review, 


If Him’s granddad were your granddad, 
Then would it not be true, 

The children from Himmy’s descent 
Might evolute from you? 

Could not our Himmy demonstrate 
Equality with you, 

And lend to your decadent line 
Agility anew? 
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And if our little Him’s grandkids 
Should likewise b’long to you, 

And if it is just what you think 
And Him ts thinking too, 

And if he too can use his mouth 
And make a lot of talk, 

And if he too has ears to hear 
And hands and feet to walk, 


If Him were learned like yourself, 
And wore pants, cap and gown, 
And if he had his liberty 
To walk around the town, 
If Him but knew the things you know, 
The Darwin theory, 
If you gave Him an equal chance 
To talk humanity, 


What is it you have over Him 
In genealogy? 

Is your descent from greater heights 
Than Himmy’s ancestry? 

What is it you are proud to own 
Within your theory? 

What is it you have over Him 
In your theology? 
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What is it you have over Him 
In what you claim to know 

About the origin of man — 
Some centuries ago? 

What is it you have over Him 
Regarding future life? 

What is it you would interpose 
'Twixt Himmy and a wife? 


I'd buy a radio for Him 
If preachers would agree 

To preach quite orthodox and not 
The Darwin theory. 

A preacher with a line like that 
Would make Him very sad, 

And if they claimed relationship 
‘Twould make Him awful mad. 


If preachers, and professors too, 
Were taught by Brother Him, 
Instructor to his relatives 
Within the college gym, 
That bunch would sure be going some 
Without a chance to think, 
Or talk of monkey ancestry, 
Or of the Missing Link. 


Syracuse, N.Y. Nore: Himalaya, a small ape brought from 
the Far East, is a much loved pet of the 


September 19, 192 
P Ves a fl author and his family. 
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AN EPICUREAN 


Iam a man, I fear no can 
For I am strong and free; 
And I can eat the absecons 
And fish food from the sea. 
I defy pain, nor fear ptomaine, 
All food tastes good to me; 
I revel by the festive board 
In wanton luxury. 


Ripe olives are a great delight, 
I pile their pits up high, 

And lobsters are my special joy— 
I never pass them by. 

Turkey with dressing, cranberries, 
Raw oysters or a fry, 

And when I can no longer eat— 
Give me an ice cream pie. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 6, 1927 
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EDDY-GRAMS 
if 


Eppy BLeEw HIMSELF 


When Eddy bilt his mountin Camp, 
He bought a lot of slate, 
And then he went a blastin’ rock 
’Til wurk wuz three munths late; 
This bee wuz buzzin’ in his hed, 
He neaded that big hole 
Ter bild himself a tenis kort 
And rocks fur his pay roll. 


With tuns and tuns of dinermite 
He give the wurld a shock, 
He broke sum winders in my Camp 
And nocked down Joseph’s clock; 
He went way down ter New York town 
Ter get himself more cash 
Ter buy anuther load or two 
Pur wun grand final smash. 


He figgered, when his hole wuz dun, 
He'd nock a mountin top, 

Fur he wuz celerbratin’ so, 
He didn’t want ter stop. 

"Most all the folks around the Lake 
Wud take an even bet, 

‘Les sumwun steals his dinermite 
He'll blow his hed off yet. 


‘‘Paownyc’’ Note: Written for my friend Col. Edward 
] A. Simmons while building his Camp on the 
July 7, 1927 shores of Fourth Lake in the Adirondacks. 


68 


Lk 
Eppy’s Bum Proor CELLER 


When Eddy blasted out that hole 
He wuzn’t any teller 

Fur what that baby had in mind 
Wuz comfurt in his celler; 

And thinkin’ uv a cummin’ time, 
You bet yer bottum dollar, 

When ice wud cuver up the Lake 
And wintry blasts wud holler. 


He didn’t want ter advertise— 
He ain’t that kind uv feller; 

He didn’t even giv a wink 
Or let out a faint smeller; 

He just went ‘round alookin’ wise 
And feelin’ kinder meller; 

Fur what looked like a dum fool hole, 
Wuz Eddy’s bum proof celler. 


But what's the use uv talkin’ boys, 
Fur Eddy’s a real feller, 

Let’s all uv us go over now 
And see if he is meller 

Fur, when yer kinder thirsty like, 
You won't find Eddie yeller. 

While some folks like Ed’s parlor floor, 
Oh Boy—fur me his celler. 


**Pgownyc’’ 
August 1, 1927 
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IIT. 
Eppy ParKxep His Car 


When Eddy went ter turn around 
He sunk his hindmost end, 

And then he went ter git a plank 
Ter pry it out agin; 

While he wuz luggin’ back his plank 
The Devil sent a frend 

Who parked a littel Ford rite up 
Aginst his fruntmost end. 


This made Ed so hoppin’ mad 
That he wuz seein’ red; 

He went a lookin’ all around © 
Ter nock off sumwun’s hed; 

He tried ter start the littel Ford 
But didn’t know enuff 

Fur this was Eddy’s Joner Day 
And luck fur him wuz tuff. 


Then he hotfuted down the rode 
Ter git sum perlice help, 

Fur he wuz so durned seethin’ mad 
He couldn't even yelp; 

When the cunsterbul and Ed got back 
They saw the hull Ford bunch 

A settin’ ther in Eddy’s car 
A eatin’ picknic lunch. 
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Then Eddy he comenced ter sware, 
Ter sing hims, and ter pray, 

Fur he wuz so excited like 
Yer ort ter heer him say; 

The cunsterbul then flashed his badge, 
The simbul of the law, 

While Eddy did not hesertate 
A workin’ of his jaw. 


The bunch clum out of Eddy’s car 
Without a sassin’ back 

Fur when they saw the perlice badge 
They dassent make a crack; 

They just got in their littel Ford 
And made their gitaway; 

The crums of cumfurt Eddy got 
Wuz in his car that day. 


““Paownyc”’ 
July 19, 1927 


IV. 
STORM AND TRAVAIL 


Trees may crash beneath a cyclone, 
Wild waves pound along the shore, 
Mountains shake to rock foundations, 
Lightnings flash and thunders roar; 
Still within Ed’s bum proof celler 
Safe doth lie his treasure store 
Waiting for the days of travail 
When he shall unlock the door. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 1, 1928 
ae 
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PART III, 
MISCELLANEOUS VERSES 


POETIC MUSE 


With rhythm true the heart doth beat 

A challenge that the soul doth meet; 

The mind responds in lesser part 

As it unites with soul and heart; 

From depths unknown the thoughts take shape 
And words, like music, then escape. 
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POETRY 


True poetry is overflow, — 
The outlet where the soul, 

When bounds no longer can restrain, 
Escapes the mind’s control; | 

Subconscious thoughts that pass beyond 
The limits that confine, 

Expressed in words with mystic charm 
That doth the heart entwine. 


"Tis the expression of the soul 
In words with music sweet 

That vibrate chords within the heart 
Until our spirits meet; 

‘Tis symphonies that rise to heights 
Where earth with Heaven blends, 

With passing touch of Angel’s wing 
As soul the mind transcends. 


Atlantic City, N. J. 
May 29, 1927 
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WINTER’S SNOW 


Soft clinging robe of purest white 
That Winter wove and spun 
From snowflakes softly as they fell 
In silence one by one:— 

Far flung the mantle fluttered down 
To earth without a sound, 

And there in wondrous purity 
It rested on the ground. 


Festooned on tree and shrub it hung 
As if to beautify 

And lend enchantment to the scene, 
To fascinate the eye,— 

Gleaming with silver sheen at night 
As ‘neath the moon it lay, 

With scintillating diamond light 
Beneath the sun of day. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 19, 1927 
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REMINISCENCE 


There are tales to be told of the land and the sea, 
Of strange countries, and cities, and peoples that be, 
Of tombs, and of shrines, and of temples galore, 

Of tropical islands with coral reefed shore. | 


When memory is turning the pages, I see 

Old Egypt enshrouded in deep mystery; 

Though pyramid crumble, and eye fail to see, 
Through the silence of ages the Sphinx speaks to me. 


Now India looms through the mists of the sea 
With beauty and horror to fascinate me; 

Men groping in darkness and fear of the night, 
With eyes ever strained for the dawning of light. 


In the silence of night, with setting of stars, 

Soft moonlight illumines the wonderful Taj; 

Alight with the glory of Heaven, appears 

Love's beautiful tribute that lives through the years. 


In the filth of the Ganges hordes of bathers appear, 

On the shore burning Ghats, holy men sitting near: 

The Parsee Towers of Silence where, perched on the 
walls, 

The vultures await with their raucous calls. 


And now a red Devil with horns I see, 

Turning the page of Burma for me; 

Ye Gods! Men and women—a barefooted throng, 
Ascending the steps of the Shwe Dagon. 
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Now China, the olden, casts her charm over me, 
Land where men wait for the Fates to decree; 
Walled cities and towers, within walls and the sea, 
God only doth know what her future will be. 


A vista of islands rises out of the sea, 

With blossoms of cherry and gardens for tea, 
With Geisha girls bowing and serving to me, 
Their charm will live ever in fond memory. 


And oft and anon there comes back to me 

The boom of the surf at far Tahiti; 

The song and the dance from the isles of Fiji, 
The lure and the charm of the great southern sea. 


* *K * * 


There are islands of dreams set in sapphire of sea, 
There are ships that pass by in the night, 

There are worlds unknown, there are stars unseen, 
There are those who seek the light. 


Some have ears to hear who do not hear, 
Eyes to see who do not see, 

The hand of God above, beneath, 

The soul’s Eternity. 


At Sea Nore: Log book of our world cruise on 


May 10, 1924 S. S. Resolute, January 19—May 24, 1924 
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VOICES 


There are voices that come from the beyond, 
And voices from the near; 

Still voices that speak to the soul within; 
Voices the ear doth hear; 

Fierce voices that scorch with the fires of hate; 
Voices that breathe of love; 

Soft voices that come from the depths of Hell; 
Voices from Heav'n above. 


x * K * * 


When the call of the wild is in my blood, 
I hear the eagle's cry 
From his eyrie high in the cliffs above 
That almost touch the sky; 
I see him ascend on his pinions strong 
‘Til lost in light of day, 
And in swift descent, as with earthward sweep, 
He falls upon his prey. 


And oft as I rest in my camp at night 
I hear a distant cry— 

While the hoot of an owl doth answer back, 
The moon keeps watch on high. 

Then I breathe my thanks to the God of Love 
For comforts that surround, 

For my fragrant bed made from balsam boughs 
And moss rugs on the ground. 
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When the voice of the Typhoon shrieks through storm 
Defying sea and shore, 
The boom of the Ocean answering back 
Blends with the awful roar; 
Where the breakers foam on the rocks below, 
Fierce voices cry to me, 
And I thank the God in Heaven above 
J am not on the sea. 


When the breezes of summer stir the trees 
Then whispers come to me, 
Soft voices of love that speak to the heart 
With breath of mystery: 
With the glint of the sun through branches green, 
And song of birds above— 
I hark to the rustle of Angels’ wings 
And hear God's voice of love. 


And oft as I think in the silent night, 
Asti sma woice | hear: 

That speaks to the heart and the soul within 
And not the outer ear; 

Dream voices of loved ones come from beyond, 
Above earth, sky and sea, 

As they watch and wait on the Golden Strand 
Of God's Eternity. 


**Paownyc’’ 
July 22, 1927 
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THE SEASONS 


In Springtime life from out the earth 
Doth like a fountain flow, 
The flowers spring upward from the ground 
As if their source to know; 
The cry of birds in northward flight 
Comes from the sky above; | 
The joy of living doth surround, 
For everywhere is love. 


The sun doth line with silver, clouds 
That send forth showers of rain, 
While rainbow colors in the sky 
Give promise once again; 
The scent of new-mown grass doth blend 
With fragrance from the flowers, 
While, like a dream, doth quickly pass 
Life's golden Summer hours. 


Then frost doth bring the Autumn tints 
While chilling wind doth blow 

The dying leaves from off the trees 
And scatter them below; 

The ice doth form along the streams, 
The white frost on the ground, 

Earth’s harvest—grains and fruits—is stored, 
For God's love doth abound. 


Then silently with gentle touch 
And softly, snowflakes fall, 

And with a robe of purest white 
They cover over all; 

In Winter homes where log fires burn, 
Life's comforts still are found 

Where old folks gather ’round the hearth 
And loving hearts surround. 


‘*Paownyc’’ 
July 7, 1927 


SUNSHINE 


The birds sing sweetly in the trees 
Where flowers conceal the ground 

And lend their fragrance to the breeze, 
While sunshine doth surround; 

And so do songs break forth from hearts 
Where God’s love doth abound, 

And lend the sunshine Heaven gives, 
Where grief and pain are found. 


**Paownye”’ 
July 12, 1927 
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IF WE BUT ONLY KNEW 


I wrote a verse and sent it forth 
And never can recall 

Its influence for good or-bad, 
However great or small; 

I wrote a song and it is sung, 
I do not know how much, 

Unknown to me the ears that hear, 
The hearts that it may touch. 


I cast a stone in waters still 
And ripples more and more 

Departed from the spot it struck 
And reached to every shore; 

And so with every act we do, 
Or word that we may say, 

The ripples start to circle ‘round 
From near to far away. 


If we but knew the harm that comes 
From what we do or say, 

If we could know the good that comes 
From little acts today, 

Tomorrow would be brighter far 
For there is much we'd do, 

And much we'd leave undone, unsaid, 
If we but only knew. 
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And oft I think the future life— 
Our Heaven or our Hell— 
Will be in part that we shall watch 
The ripples grow and swell 
From acts which we have done on earth, 
That we shall clearly see, 
Circles that give us joy or pain 
Through all Eternity. 


‘‘Paownyc™’ 
July 12, 1927 


FRIENDSHIP IS A JEWEL RARE 


Acquaintances we oft admire— 
We meet and say adieu; 
But friendship is a jewel rare 
That shines, when hearts beat true, 
Beneath the glory of the sun, 
AU radiant with light, 
When dark clouds gather overhead 
In blackness of the night. 


““Paownyc’’ 
May 22, 1928 
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REVERIE 


The landscape gleams in the soft moonlight, 
And the scent of flowers is in the night, 

While their sweet fragrance brings to me 

The scent of the flowers that used to be 

When love was young and hearts were gay, © 

In the spring of life, when the month was May. 


"Tis the same old moon that then I knew, 

And it shines the same as it used to do; 

Still my heart is sad and my thoughts take flight, 
And I fain would be alone tonight; 

"Tis the sadness that comes with the passing years— | 
Sweet, and holy, and sacred with tears. 


Still the sweet perfume my senses sway, 
From the flowers that bloom just for today; 
The sky, the stars, the grass, the trees, 

The gentle touch of the summer breeze— 
The world is the same, I know, I know, 
‘Tis the actors change but not the show. 


From out of the past there comes to me 
Sweet visions that live in memory— 

A mother who taught me how to pray 

As with tender love she showed the way; 
And now as | think in the silent night, 
My eyes are turned toward Heaven's light. 
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To my mind come adolescent hours 

When the world was filled with song and flowers, 
When hopes were high and life was love, 

And the limit was only the sky above; 

Youths and maidens without a care, 

Whilst joy and beauty were everywhere. 


To one of those maidens the God above 
Sent down His messenger of love; 

"Twas Heaven that gave that maid to me 
For time and for eternity. 

In the old stone church we two were wed, 
In its sacred chancel our vows were said. 


God's blessing was with us kneeling there, 
And since has followed us everywhere; 

Forty years since that wedding night, 

Still fires on the hearth are burning bright; 
Children and grandchildren came to bless, 
While the years have dealt with a soft caress. 


Forty years the God of Love 

Hath blessed that union from above; 
With passing years love grows not old, 
God’s loving care doth still enfold; 
While loved ones on the other side 
Are with us still at eventide. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
February 3, 1926 
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RETIREMENT DAYS 


In my mountain retreat ‘mid forest and lakes 
Where the beauties of nature abound, 

I am lost to the world with its loves and its hates, 
Where disappointment and sorrow are found. 


Unnoticed I passed from where I was known, 
From the turmoil and struggle of life, 

Forgotten I rest where God watches alone, 
Far away from the noise and the strife. 


The world does not pause in its feverish haste, 
In its selfish mad struggle for gain. 

Its forces move on to conserve and to waste, 
While travail and anguish maintain. 


So here I will stay ‘mid the scenes that I love, 
Where peace reigns, beyond sound of the strife, 

On God’s footstool I rest, with His Heaven above, 
In the sweet full enjoyment of life. 


Unnoticed I passed, forgotten I stay, 
Small matter would be my return; 
Day follows night, and night follows day, 
And the weeks and the months in their turn. 


Forgotten! the word has a heartbreaking sound, 
And memory brings tears to the eyes, 

For the days that are past forever are gone, 
And ambition protests ere it dies. 
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If loved ones but knew, they would pause in their ways 
As they follow the trails we have made; 

Just a thought and a word for the struggles of days 
When foundations for building were laid. 


In memory those days are as balm to the pain, 
For the present was made by the past; 

"Tis the fact that those days were not lived in vain 
That gives solace and joy to these last. 


**Paownyc’’ 
June 4, 1925 


A RAINBOW 


A rainbow is God’s pledge of peace, 
A promise made in love; 

Its symbol is an olive branch 
When carried by a dove. 

A rainbow is refracted light, 
God’s sunshine as it flows 

Through raindrops on a lily pad 
Or clinging to a rose. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 19, 1927 
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CALIFORNIA 


I’ve seen the world, I’ve traveled far 
To lands beyond the sea, 
But there is one rare beauty spot 
At home that calls to me; 
"Tis California, wonderland 
Of mountains, sky, and sea— 
Fair land of sunshine and of flowers, 
My heart responds to thee. 


When winter comes with chilling blast 
Around my New York home, 

The wanderlust within my blood 
Doth urge me forth to roam 

To some fair land of sun and flowers— 
Thy call then comes to me 

O’er mountain, plain, and desert waste, 
That I return to thee. 


There is no fairer land I know 
Where I would rather be; 
I speed along thy mountain roads 
That wind along the sea, 
And passing on through fruits and flowers 
Thy desert comes to me, 
While evermore a magnet draws— 
"Tis thy Yosemite. 
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Fair California, wonderland, 
Thou art in memory 
Forevermore, and evermore, 
Land beautiful to me! 
Thou fairest of the loveliest, 
Thou siren by the sea 
Forevermore, and evermore, 
My heart doth yield to thee. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 21, 1927 


WAKING, SLEEPING, DREAMING 


Wake, the day is breaking 
Glorious with light! 
Hark, the birds are singing 
Farewells to the night! 
Turning on my pillow, 
As doth fade the sound 
Elfin sprites from Dreamland 
Turn the clocks around. 


“*Paownyc ’ 
July 25, 1928 
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MY BIRTHDAY 
OcToBER 20, 1927 


Sixty-five years ago today - 
To me came light and love— 
In this same room where now I stand 
As God watched from above; 
Within the quiet of this room 
My mother’s face I see, 
While golden scenes from long ago 
Once more come back to me. 


Of all the group that gathered here 
Upon that fateful day, 

The babe alone doth now survive. 
As here I kneel and pray 

Iithink that mother watches still, 
And is not far away, 

And that she loves her baby yet, 
Though now full grown and gray. 


Jehovah, Father, hear my cry 
As here I kneel to Thee; 
Now bless me for my mothet’s sake, 
And heed her prayers for me. 
May I be true unto my tasks 
On earth while I remain 
As I depart this sacred spot 
Into the world again. 
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For mother’s love just seems to blend 
Into the love divine, 

So sacred and so holy like 
It must resemble Thine. 

And as I meet with mother here 
Within this room today, 

I seem to feel her loving touch 
And hear her gently say: 


‘My son, in Christ we live again 
In mansions built above, 

Whose precious stones are every one 
A word or deed of love. 

Hold not the things of earth too dear 
That are but for a day, 

But lay thy treasure up in Heav'n 
Which will not pass away.”’ 


I seem to hear her laughter ring 
Through these old rooms once more, 
And oft I think I hear her step 
Just coming through the door. 
This house, which once was bright with love, 
Now seems so cold and gray, 
‘Tis eighty years, or more, since she 
Romped here—a child at play. 
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"Twas in the room across the hall 
Her marriage vows were said; 

While father’s heart was filled. with pride, : 
In love those two were wed. 

The brilliant scene is of the past— _ 
The golden days of old, 

The room is now a memory, 
So silent and so cold. 


Within the room where. I was born, 
I saw grandfather dicta on Al 
My childish mind was filled with awe 
As I was standing by. 
With reverence I breathe a prayer 
As I turn to depart— | 
God of my fathers evermore 
Dwell in my soul and heart. 


Murray Hill 
Ephratah, N.Y. 
October 20, 1927 
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DARK DAYS 


Whirring wheels that grind beneath me, 
Rails that stretch from sea to sea, _ 
Speeding trains that swiftly bear me 

To waiting pain and misery. 


Prayers I breathe to my Creator, 
Father, Son, and Spirit, Three, 
With Thy hand restore, uphold me, 
All I am I yield to Thee. 


Strong my spirit still within me, 
Loved ones share my grief with me. 
Loving kindness, tender mercy, 

All I have Thou gavest me. 


As the world falls from beneath'me, 
Clouds engulf and mists enfold, 
Reaching out ’midst phantom shadows, 
Slipping fingers loose their hold. 


In the valleys where I wander, 

On the mountains where I stray, 
Angels Thou dost send to guide me, 
Black the night or bright the day. 


Santa Fe Limited 

En route San Francisco 
to Philadelphia, 
March 29, 1925 
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LOVE BUILDS HIS BOWER FROM WOODLAND 
FLOWER 


Where Love's trail ends, 
There beauty blends 
Within a sylvan bower; 
While Cupid sleeps, 
Love vigil keeps 
In shadow of a flower. 


As honey drips 
From petal tips 
Beneath his magic wand, 
Should mortals sip, 
With touch of lip 
They enter Fairyland, 


Where golden hours 
Are lined with flowers 
And songs of tender love, 
While Heaven's ray 
Doth light the way 
With glory from above. 


Love paints the scene, 
On woodland green 
When Fairies dance at night 
On mosses soft, 
With moon aloft, 
While Elfin pipers pipe. 


Love builds his bower 
From woodland flower 
And scent of evergreen, 
From morning light 
And shades of night, 
With rays of sun between. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 8, 1928 
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YE OLD-TIME HOUSE PARTY 
At Paownyc, OcrosBer 15-19, 1926 


Camp Paownyc’s doors on their hinges swing 
For the friends of ye olden day; 
Our guests, from the past fond memories bring, 
From the springtime of life in May. 


On through the forests of crimson and gold 
The magnet of friendship doth guide, 

Where the latchstring hangs as in days of old 
From the door on its outer side. 


While the log fires burn, hearts and faces glow 
With a light no bounds can confine. 

The boys and the girls that we used to know 
The past and the present entwine. 


‘Tis balm to the heart to live once again 
Those days that forever are past, 

To share with each other life’s joy and pain 
While friendship endures to the last. 


As memory turns to the flowers of spring 
While colors of autumn surround, 

Birds are turning southward on feathered wing 
And leaves flutter down to the ground. 


When we turn our faces away once more 
As each guest from our hearth departs, 
Remember the trail to Paownyc’s door 
As the trail blazed by loving hearts. 


**Paownye’’ 
October 12, 1926 
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MY WISH FOR THEE 
To FLORENCE 


Sweet maiden, I wonder, as time passes by 

If there’s ever a thought or tear in thine eye 
For past loves or friendships, whichever they be, 
Do they live in thy heart still sacred to thee? 


May blessings from Heaven descend upon thee 

With gold from the mountains and pearls from 
the sea, 

May sunshine enfold thee with beauty untold 

"Til earth blends with Heaven in crimson and gold. 


May the fires of thy love burn constant and true, 

God's mountains and lakes grow more fair to thy 
view, 

May the songs of thy heart ring joyous and free, 

Life's brambles be laden with roses for thee. 


University Hospital 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
April 6, 1926 


LOVE’S MESSAGE 


Far out in Love’s Dreamland a bird doth sing, 
Unspoken the message his song doth bring, 
For hearts love in Dreamland tender and true, 
Where Love waits forever, dreaming of you. 


Dreaming of sunshine and skies that are blue, 
Building air castles and bridges to you, 

Sweet bondage of love, the sun breaking through, 
‘Tis fragrance of roses laden with dew. 


Far out in Love’s Dreamland he still doth sing, 
While vibrant with passion his clear notes ring; 
"Tis a message from you the air doth bring 
With the gentle touch of an Angel’s wing. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
March 26, 1926. 
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MEMORY 


When often I think and dream of thee 
From out of the past there comes to me 
The song of birds, the moan of the sea, 
The love that still lives in memory. 

So back to the past I often flee 

And live in the days that used to be. 


Our mountains and forests cry to me, 

An empty setting where thou shouldst be: 
Heaven made that setting, love, for thee, 
And thou canst grace it most royally. 

Our world is waiting to give thee love, 
The earth beneath and the sky above. 


The waters that flow down to the sea 

In showers again come back to me 

With rainbow promise of sun through rain 
That those olden days will come again. 
As Heaven gives water from the sea, 

Wilt thou not return thy love to me? 


Those days still live in fond memory, 
Olden and golden, they stay with me: 

The summer-house with its dreams of love, 
The lake beneath and the sky above. 

Love rides on the water, rules the shore, 
As I live those days with thee once more. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
February 8, 1927 
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LOVE’S WILDWOOD TRAIL 


There’s a trail that leads 
To the wildwood’s depths 
Where often I dream of thee, 
‘Neath the forest trees 
While the sun shines through 
And the wild birds sing to me. 


"Tis a trail of love 
Where the wild flowers bloom, 
And the heart and soul are free; 
Thou canst tread on moss, 
Rest on balsam boughs, 
Where only the birds can see. 


The dreams of my heart 
Thou canst make come true 
If thou wilt but come with me 
To the wildwood’s depths 
Where sly Cupid waits 
With his shafts and bow for thee. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
June 9, 1927 
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THE CRUSHED AND BROKEN FLOWER 


Within the forest depths unknown 
A lovely wildflower grew; 

A passing foot crushed it to earth, 
Nor paused or ever knew. 

Its fragrance, wafted on the air, — 
Still seemed to rise above 

The pain and anguish of its hurt, 
Expressive of its love. 


The birds sang sweetly as before, 
The world seemed just as fair, 
Unmindful that the little flower 
Lay crushed and broken there; 
But there was One, all-seeing eye, 
Whose love doth e’er surround, 
Who lifted up the broken flower 
And healed its bleeding wound. 


And so it is with human life, 

~ Though grief and pain abound, 

Still there is One whose loving care 
Forever doth surround. 

Then let us life our hearts to Him 
Who all our hurts doth know, 

The Christ who died on Calvary 
Because He loved us so. 


**Paownyc’’ 
July 3, 1927 
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WILDFLOWERS 


There is a wildwood beauty spot, 

A sylvan everglade, 
Where trilliums in riot grow 

Within the forest shade; 
Inviolate in loveliness, 

Their petals splashed with red, 
In loneliness of soul mayhap 

‘Tis where their hearts have bled. 


They lift their faces to the sky 
In innocent appeal— 
Such beauty speaks unto the soul, 
And doth the heart reveal. 
Unknown they live, and bloom, and die, 
_ As seasons come and go, 
nee sweetness. wasted on the air, 
Then hid ‘neath winter's snow. 


Within the depths of human hearts 
Love often lies concealed 

Like wildflowers in the forest depths, 
Unless by chance revealed; _ | 

With faces turned towards Heaven's light A 
Such flowers of beauty grow, 

In loneliness and loveliness, 
Where only God doth know. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
June 16, 1927 
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DREAMLAND 


In wonderful Dreamland where lovers are free 
To dwell in air castles, my dreams are of thee; 
Untold, love, forever those secrets shall be, 
For visits to Dreamland none other may see. 


Morpheus, the keeper, doth open for me 
The innermost chambers of love's fantasy; 
"Tis there that I revel together with thee, 
Thy lovely sweet beauty with rapture I see. 


The blush on thy cheek ‘neath love's tender caress, 
The droop of thy lashes with nature's undress; 
Alluring, and yielding, to love's holy fire, 

The play of thy passion when moved with desire. 


Love's dreams are forever a fathomless well, 
Delightful, refreshing, beyond words to tell; 
Thy love and thy passion, both bind me to thee 
With chains that are golden in captivity. 


As thy heart surrenders completely to me, 
I would that thy coming were reality; 

My love then forever thy refuge would be, 
Not only for time, but for eternity. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
February 6, 1927 
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AIR CASTLES 


I'd build an air castle for thee, love, and me, 

Where no one would question, where no one would 
sec: 

Mayhap on a mountain, if only with thee, 

Where best suits thy fancy that castle shall be. 


A castle in Spain, on the land or at sea, 

With thee, love, a desert would blossom for me; 
A castle in Dreamland where we would be free 
To live and to love, dear—forever with thee. 


“If wishes were horses then beggars might ride,”’ 
A Lord and a Lady, with thee by my side; 

From out of the past, dear, thy Knight I would be, 
I'd fight for, I'd live for, I'd die, love, for thee. 


I never would tire, dear, thy true love I'd be, 

So faithful, so gentle, that thou wouldst love me; 
Life here would be Heaven to live it with thee, 
This world would but usher Love's eternity. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 


February 6, 1927 
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LOVE’S FAIRYLAND 
To FLORENCE ON HER WeEppING Day 


There is beauty on the mountains 
And music in the sea, 

There is glory in the Heavens 
For Love hath come to me; 

The joy and sunshine in my soul 
Lift me to realms above, 

The song of birds, the fragrant flowers 
All tell me God is Love. | 


Where once I saw an ocean waste, 
An island fair I see; 

Where once the sky was overcast, 
The sun now shines for me; 

Where once I saw a mountain, now © 
For me a fountain flows; 

Where once I saw a desert spot, 
It blossoms like the rose. 


My wedding day hath dawned at last 
Within Love's Fairyland 

With every scene made glorious 
Beneath his magic wand; 

The grass was never half so green, 
No flowers with these compare, 

The song of birds is sweeter far, 
The world was ne’er so fair. 
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Hearts pierced by shafts from Cupid’s uhOW 
See an enchanted scene, 
Both earth and sky are beautiful 
When Love is felt between; 
And Heaven is not far away 
For Angels hover near 
When God is speaking to the soul 
Words only Love can hear. 


And ‘neath the magic of the spell. 
My heart breaks forth in song: 

‘Tis. mine, the future and the past— 
The world to me doth belong! 

The golden West hath joined the East 
For Love doth span between; . 

Where now the sun doth rise and set 
One sky by all is seen. 


While orange blossoms are entwined 
Within my veil and hair, 

Their sweet perfume my senses sway 
With magic rich and rare; 

My feet, they scarcely touch the floor, 
I seem to float in air; 

‘Tis like a dream of Fairyland 
For Love is everywhere. 
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I hear a voice from far away, 
“Until death us do part.”’ 
Upon my finger then the ring 
While joy reigns in my heart; 
I feel a kiss upon my lips 
While senses ebb and flow— 
Earth can no longer be the place 
That once I used to know. 


And now I waken from my dream 
And stand upon the floor; 

While well-known voices wish me joy 
My senses come once more. 

With hand-shakes, blessings and farewells, 
I speed me on my way; 

While Love doth follow in my train 
There dawns another day. 


Pasadena, Cal. 
March 1, 1927 
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EVERMORE THOU ART VOICE OF MY HEART 
To ALICE 


"Tis from Heaven, not earth, when thy lovely sweet 
voice 

Strikes responsive chords deep in my heart, 

Lending beauty and color to commonplace words 

Whose true meaning thy soul doth impart. 


For God’s Heaven is near, when I gaze in thine eyes, 

Through those entrance gates standing ajar; 

And whilst thou art singing, ‘tis my soul that doth 
hear 

Through those portals a voice from afar. 


‘Tis the voice of thy soul that doth lift me to heights, 

Where the spirit of song dwells apart; 

‘Tis from Heaven, not earth, thou sweet maid of my 
dreams, 

Evermore, thou art voice of my heart, 


**Paownyc’’ 
August 7, 1927 
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WHAT IS MORE SACRED THAN A KISS 


A kiss can be as pure, as chaste, 
As dew upon a rose; 

A kiss can be impure, profane, 
As sin from Hell that flows. 

A mother’s kiss on baby’s cheek 
Is pure as Heaven's dew; 

The kiss that Judas gave his Lord 
All time cannot undo. 


The spirit of adventure oft 
Doth urge us forth to roam 

Into the great unknown, beyond 
The sanctity of home, 

To seek the bliss of stolen sweets— 
Elusive evermore; 

"Tis with a kiss that Satan charms, 
Now, as in days of yore. 


And as we seek we often find 
A. bee within a rose, 
A thorn that pierces when the hand 
Is just about to close; 
And when a lily seems so pure 
That Heaven stands revealed, 
Within its lovely purity 
A worm is oft concealed. 


What is more sacred than a kiss 
When love is felt between, 

And lips are clinging, lingering 
A moment there unseen! 

While rich perfume the senses sway 
From violet and rose, 

The heart responds in ecstacy 
As surging life blood flows. 


Love's kisses are a memory— 
A night, a day, an hour; 
They live forever in the heart 
As fragrant as a flower. 
And as a summer dream of love 
That haunts the soul for aye, 
With magic sweet and tremulous 
They pass forever by. 


Pure as a dewdrop on a rose, 
Or in a lily’s cup, 

A lustrous pearl from out the sea, 
A teardrop welling up 

To glisten on a maiden’s cheek, 
A diamond drop of love— 

The nectar of the gods that. flows 
From Heaven’s founts above. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 20, 1927 
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A LOVE SONG 
To Mary 


Dear maid, thou art with me though miles stretch 
between, 

Thy presence is felt, thy loveliness seen; 

On the shore or the water, I wish thou wert here, 

I feel thee, I love thee, so far yet so near. 


Like a radio message from out of the air, 

From the east, from the south, it matters not where, 
This I know, dearest maiden, thy heart beats with mine, 
My love and my passion I feel, dear, are thine. 


With the touching of lips as we said our farewell, 
My heart flashed a message that lips could not tell; 
With thy going, my loved one, my heart was bereft, 
My world lost its sunshine, only ashes were left. 


Through forest and valley, o’er mountain and lake, 

My heart breathes love's message, asleep or awake; 

May the touch of my hand leave fond mem’ries with 
thee, 

Forever thy servant that hand, love, would be. 


There is Faith, there is Hope, but far greater is Love— 
‘Tis a gift from the Father in Heaven above; 

‘Tis the charm that is guiding my pen as I write, 
Like a star in the heavens, my soul’s beacon light. 


Love would bridge every chasm ‘twixt thee, love, 
and me, 

Would climb every mountain, would swim every sea; 

Love knoweth no distance, all barriers fall, 

Love counts not the cost, but would give more than all. 


When I look on the waters thy face smiles at me, 
When I gaze at the heavens thy image I see, 

The mountains, the forests, they speak, love, of thee, 
Iam lonely, my loved one, so come back to me. 


* of * * 


In thy scrap book these verses, if given a part 

"Midst the trophies from others, may speak to thy 
heart; 

When turning the pages this thought may be thine, 

To love thee is human, to possess thee divine. 


*Pazownyc’ 
July 12, 1926 
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TELL ME FAIREST MAIDEN 


Once a little Angel, 
Reaching for a star, 
Fell from Heaven’s portals 
Through the gates ajar; 
Down to earth descended 
On the wings of love, 
Guarded by God's Angels 
Through the skies above. 


iy cuell’ me, faitestemaidenss oi 
Wert thou borne that day 
On the wings of Angels 

Down the milky way 

From the gates of Heaven— 

| Stars beneath, above— 
Pillowed on the bosom 
Of a mother’s love? 


Speak with eyes resplendent 
Filled with Glory light, 

With thy lips like roses 
Fragrant with delight, 

With cheeks soft as velvet 


Warm beneath their blush, 


With thy rippling laughter 


Sweeter than the thrush! 
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Loveliest of maidens, 
In the silent night 
With God's Angels watching 
Shouldst thou fade from sight, 
Could I ever follow 
On the wings of love, 
Guided by His Angels 
Through the gates abovee 


“*Pgownyc’’ 
May 14, 1928 


BORNE I KNOW NOT WHITHER 


Tossed by waves of ocean, 
Restless evermore, 

With its tides and currents 
Reaching every shore; 

Pillowed on its bosom 
Blown by winds of love; 

Borne I know not whither, 
"Neath God’s sky above. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
June 4, 1928 
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NIGHTINGALE THOU KNOWEST 


When the sun is rising 
Glorious with light, 
In the vaulted Heavens 
Fade the stars from sight; 
As upon its axis 
Turns the world around, 
Nature wakes from slumber 
With a joyous sound. 


Man upon his missions 
Rushes to and fro; 
Downward to the ocean 
Streams and rivers flow; 
Birds their songs are singing— 
Flitting, flashing by; 
Rides the sun in glory 
High above in sky. 


‘Til in matchless splendor 
Sinking in the west, 

Day to night surrenders— 
Yields the world to rest; 

With the stars reflecting 
Glory from above, 

From the deepening shadows 
Comes a song of love. 
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Nightingale, thou knowest 
Secrets of the night, 
Greeting Heaven's Angels 
As they pass in flight,— 
Singing of the Glory 
Seen in depths above, 
Knowest thou Jehovah, 
God of life and love? 


‘“Paownyc”’ 
May 26, 1928 


O, WOULD THAT THE SOUL OF MAN COULD TELL 


O, would that the soul of Man could tell 

In words of beauty, the thoughts that dwell 
Within the fathomless depths untold 

As Heavenly music doth enfold, 

For unrecorded by pen or tongue 

Are soulful melodies still unsung. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 13, 1928 
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LOVE’S MORNING HOURS AND EVENTIDE 


When dawns the morn of Love 
In the blue sky above, 
Rises the sun; 
Birds sing a roundelay, 
Flowers bloom along the way 
Breathing of one. 


Sweet are the morning hours 

With dew upon the flowers 
While Fairies play: 

Love opens wide the door, 

Passing the threshold o’er 
Upon his way. 


As rides the sun on high 
Circling the dome of sky, 
Shadows appear; — 
Advancing without sound, 
Lengthen upon the ground 
When night is near. 


And when it sinks to rest, 
E’en as birds seek their nest 
Light fades away; , 
Where Love doth still abide, 
Sweet is the eventide 
At close of day. » 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 4, 1928 
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UNREQUITED LOVE 


While here beneath the sun © 

Art thou the only one — 
‘Whom I could love? 

There are at least a score 

Flitting beyond my door— 
Raven and dove. | 


Beauty and fragrance give » 
Heart throbs that ever live 
In memory; a 
But unrequited love 
-Is not from Heav’n above— © 
"Tis misery. 


Whilst thou dost hesitate 
Should I forever wait 
At a closed door? , 
Rosebuds become full blown, 
Fade into the unknown, 
And are no mote. 


Lovely the month of May 
Passing upon its way, 
Summer and fall; 
When chilling wind doth blow 
Then comes the ice and snow 
Covering all. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 1, 1928 


119 . 


HAIL FLAPPER FAIR 


Hail, Flapper fair with bobbéd hair 
And skirt above thy knee! 

It makes folks think and sometimes blink 
To look at what they see; 

If they but knew, quite hid from view, 
Above thy stocking top 

Beats heart of love, with brains above, 
Beneath thy curly mop. 


With toss of head, part lips of red, 
With show of pearly teeth— 

For all should know thou art not slow 
And there are depths beneath. 

Above thy knee, where none can see, 
Lies much of sterling worth. 

The God of Love in Heaven above 
Made Flappers for the earth. 


Hail, once again, thou Flapper vain, 
I lift my hat to thee 

For thou art fair, beyond compare, 
And I am fancy free; 

I would see more, my heart doth soar 
And rise to heights above, 

With one last glance, I take a chance, 
Forevermore, I love. 


‘*Paownyc"' 
July 12, 1927 


SWEET MAID OF MY DREAMS 


Sweet maid of my dreams while my love seeks for 
thee, 

O’er mountain and ocean thy call comes to me; 

Thou voice of my heart, so elusive and free, 

Art thou spirit of air or nymph of the sea? 


Sweet maid of my dreams if of flesh thou shalt 
be, 

When a captive of Love I will bind thee to me 

With chains that are golden, of wrought fantasy, 

Whose links will be holding for eternity. 


Sweet maid of my dreams, sprite of darkness and 
light, 

Thou art phantom of day and shadow of night; 

From the great wastes beyond thy call comes to 
fess: 

From the fathomless depths I answer to thee. 


**Paownyc’’ 
July 11, 1927 
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I WONDER 


I wonder if the sun doth shine 
On greater happiness 

Than when a mother stoops above 
Her baby to caress— | 

I think God sends His Angels and 
Doth babe and mother bless. 


I wonder if the moon doth shine 
On scenes of greater bliss 

Than when he looks down from the sky 
And sees two lovers kiss— 

I wonder if the moon doth shine 
On other worlds than this. 


I wonder if the stars e’er shine 
Upon a fairer scene 

Than where the Angels guard the beds 
While children sleep and dream— 

The magic spell of childhood’s hours 
Makes earth like Heaven seem. 


I wonder if the sun, the moon, 
And all the stars above 
Reflect the light of wedding scenes 
Where live Faith, Hope, and Love— 
Doth not God's Spirit rest above 
The altar like a dove? 


I wonder if the earth beneath, 
And if the sky above, 

Or any other bounds confine 
The burning fires of love— 

I think that love is limitless, 
For God Himself is Love. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 23, 1927 


LOVE 


Love is joy in the heart 
When old things seem new; 
‘Tis fragrance of roses 
When laden with dew; 
‘Tis raindrops of summer, 
The sun shining through 
Making rainbows in Heaven. 
Love, dear, is you. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 1, 1926 


AUTUMN LEAVES 


The autumn leaves are turning fast, 
And falling to the ground; 
The frost hath touched our forest trees 
Til color doth surround; 
The mountain slopes have changed their dress 
From green to red and gold; 
The waters of the lakes reflect 
A beauty still untold. 


The roads now wind through forest depths 
Where beauty doth enfold; 

The wildwood trails are hid beneath 
Leaves that have lost their hold; 

Vast stretches now have felt the breath 
That marks the summer's close; 

The sun is moving on beyond 
Where once it set and rose. 


The nights are chill with moon above 
That lights with silver sheen 
The wooded shores where shadows lurk 
With shimmering lakes between; 
The morning sun dispels the mists 
That hang o’er lake and shore 
Until, revealed in loveliness, 
The eye beholds once more. 
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‘Tis only when the soul doth know 
Jehovah, God above, 

That beauty speaks unto the heart 
With voice of tender love. 

‘Tis only when the heart doth love— 
Until the soul doth feel 

The glory of God’s handiwork 
The Spirit doth reveal. 


*“*Paownyc™’ 
September 12, 1927 


"NEATH THE MOON AND STARS 


Moonlight on the ocean, 
Starlight on the lake, 
Creeping through my casement 
Sleeping, I awake; 
Hear the voice of waters 
Breaking on earth's bars, 
Speaking to my spirit 
‘Neath the moon and stars. 


““Paownyc’’ 
July 25, 1928 
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AN ADIRONDACK WINTER SONG 


Within our Adirondack home 
Half hid ‘neath Winter's snow, 
We rest in comfort and at peace 
And watch the log fires glow. 
Without is heard the wintry blasts 
That challenge once again, 
And seen the whirling, drifting snow 
Through frosted window pane. 


And as we hear old Winter rage 
And howl outside our door, 
We pile fresh logs upon the hearth 

Until the chimneys roar 
Our answer through the open flues, 
With breath of smoke and fire— 
Sweet incense from the burning wood, 
To appease Winter's ire. 


And with the passing of the night 
The clouds cannot conceal 

The silver moon hath joined the stars 
All glory to reveal; 

While Winter, pausing, holds his breath, 
For subject to God’s will 

Forever are the elements 
When He speaks, ‘‘Peace be still.” 
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And when doth dawn another day 
With vistas gleaming white 

Beneath the glory of the sun, 
All scintillant with light 

From myriads of diamonds set 
Within the crusted snow, 

While evergreens with ermine robes 
"Neath diadems bend low, 


Once more we don our winter dress 
As in the days of old 

And sally forth beyond our door 
To combat Winter’s cold; 

Encased in muffler, mackinaw, 
With snowshoes on our feet, 

As we advance on forest trails 
Fierce Winter doth retreat. 


And as we breathe the frosty air 
Each breath gives added zest, meets 
The warm blood courses through our veins 
From heart throbs in the breast; 
For hearts respond to Nature’s voice 
Where God pleads not in vain 
And hearing, answer in the wild 
As they commune again. 
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And when the light of setting sun 
Fires door and window pane, 

We hearken to the call that means 
We banquet once again; 

Toboggans, skiis, snowshoes and skates 
Are quickly cast aside 

And, like an army, we advance 
Through portals open wide. 


‘Tis then our hearts yearn for our friends 
For whom the log fires burn 

Like beacon lights upon our hearth 
To welcome their return. 

And as we gather ‘round at night 
Our hearts and faces glow 

From fires that burn within, without, 
With light the soul doth know. 


‘*Paownyc'’ 
February ry, 1928 
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OMAR, THE TENTMAKER 


"Tis Omar, the tentmaker, 
Who sits within the door 
‘Midst oriental splendor, 
Rugs line the couch, the floor. 
His clients number Princes, 
A King, an Emperor. 
In all the world none other— 
There is but one Omar. 


‘Tis a name to conjure with, 
Where Kings must favors ask; 
Proud heads bow at Omar’s door 
Who seek a tentman’s task. 
Omar, thou art a master, 
Thy tents breathe poetry, 
Subtle whispers to the soul 
Of untold mystery. 


Temples, mosques, and minarets 
Weave a strange fantasy, 
Incense doth my senses sway, 
The mystic shrine I see, 
Mecca's burning sands—Omar, 
This prayer I breathe for thee, 
Allah and Mohammed guard 
Thy tent while guest with me. 


S. S. Matsonia, 
en route 
April 2, 1927 
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THE SUN OF DAY 


With Morning's sun ascending 
Suffusing light and blending, 
‘Tis glorious Night's ending 

That marks the dawn of Day; 
With glory still ascendent, 
Magnificent, resplendent, 
Diffusing light transcendent. 

It passes on its way. 


Beneath its light revealing 

Vistas with shadows stealing, 

And forest shades concealing 
Where wild things seek and play; 

Where birds are sweetly singing 

On branches swaying, clinging, 

And on through spaces winging 
From tree to tree their way; 


Where humming birds are humming, 

And woodpeckers are drumming; | 

Where partridges are thrumming | 
Through reaches far and near; 

Where fishes pausing, starting, 

Alertly flashing, darting _ 

Through limpid waters parting, 
Leaping into the clear. 
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O’er lightning blinding, flashing 
With thunder rolling, crashing, 
And raindrops falling, splashing 
From clouds that dim its light; 
At evening declining, 
On sea and land still shining, 
And clouds with glory lining 
As Day yields to the Night. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
February 28, 1928 


THE UNKNOWN HAVEN 


Break, O waves of ocean 
On earth’s shifting sand 
While man’s restless spirit 
Sails o’er sea and land! 
Ships of air and ocean 
Guided by His hand 
Seek an unknown haven 
On some distant strand. 


**Paownyc”’ 
July 25, 1928 
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THOSE EYES OF BROWN OR BLUE 


Sweet maiden with the golden hair 
And eyes of tender blue, 

No lily ever was so fair - 
Or rose as sweet as you; 

Thy smile is like the morning mist— 
The sun just breaking through. 


Dear maiden with the velvet cheeks 
And melting eyes of brown, 

Soft are thy lips whilst beauty speaks, 
"Neath lashes drooping down 

Concealing darts of fire that pierce 
When thou dost choose to frown. 


I know not which hath more appeal— 
Those eyes of brown or blue, 

For either pair can fascinate 
Until my heart beats true; 

And so I ever hesitate 
Because I love the two. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 3, 1928 
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THE COURSE OF LEAST RESISTANCE 


The course of least resistance 1s 
Where placid waters flow 

Until they reach the rapids and 
The cataract below; 

‘Tis floating with the current when 
You do not choose to row, 

And ever moving down the stream 
And swifter as you go. 


Heedless of voices heard within 
With pleadings soft and low, 
Unheard, unfelt, the distant roar, 
And mists the breezes blow; 
Heedless of voices from the shore, 
Still you must surely know 
That Death waits where the waters foam 
Upon the rocks below. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 1, 1927 
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LOVE IS COY AND WANTON 


Love is coy and wanton 
Like an elfin sprite, 
Blending early morning 
Into late at night; 
Pausing on the threshold, 
Darting out of sight— 
Shade of night, and phantom 
Of the morning light. 


Like a ray of sunshine 
Dancing on the floor, 
Like the breath of roses 
Watted through the door, 
Like the song of morning 
Fragrant with the dew, 
Like the blue of Heaven 
Stars just peeping through. 


Dew upon the grasses 
"Neath the sun of day; 
Fragrance of the roses 
Passing on their way; 
Coaxing, teasing, yielding, 
False and constant too, 
Waking, sleeping, dreaming, 
All the long day through. 
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Dancing with the fairies 
In the morning light; 
With the sun in glory 
Sinking out of sight; 
Stealthily returning 
"Neath the stars of night; 
Love is coy and wanton 
Like an elfin sprite. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 20, 1928 


BLASE 


Some people live in a most dismal way 
With nothing to do, and little to say; 

For them nothing new, for all things are old; 
Before they begin their story is told. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
October 25, 1926 
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“TWAS BUT A KISS 


"Twas but a kiss with velvet touch 
That sought captivity, 

A little kiss, so soft and warm 
It lives in memory, 

As fleeting as the touch of sun 
Or passing of a flower; 

"Twas but a little kiss of love, 
Possessed of magic power. 


Elusive as a butterfly, 
It touched in passing by 
And flitted on through sun and flowers, 
Beneath a summer sky 
‘Til lost in mystery beyond. 
The magic of that kiss 
Still lingers in the heart and soul 
From that day unto this. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 16, 1927 
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ANOTHER SUMMER DAY 


A dewdrop sparkled in the sun 
Reflecting morning light, 

The sun’s rays shed a genial warmth, 
Gone was the chill of night; 

In perfect purity it hung 
Upon a lovely flower, 

It felt the joy of life and love 
And lingered for an hour. 


And with the passing of the day, 
Where bursting buds surround 

The petals from the lovely flower 
Lay scattered on the ground; 

The birds sang sweetly in the trees, 
The sun moved on its way 

‘Til in a burst of glory passed 
Another summer day. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 


November 19, 1927 
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LOVE FOUND TWO DOORS AJAR 


Love surely was not sleeping 
When Cupid, slyly creeping, 
Found my heart's door ajar. 
I heard his bowstring singing, 
And arrows swiftly winging 
From near and from afar. 


I sought to hide my feeling 
As I felt hot blood stealing 
Tumultuous in its flow; 
My heart was pounding, beating, 
And loudly kept repeating 
That all the world might know. 


My secret shame I smother 

Within my home as cover— 
What did he think of me? 

What did I say, I wonder, 

With stutter and with blunder— 
The thought is misery. 


But hark, the bell is ringing 
And Cupid now is bringing 
His calling card to me; 
While downstairs he is waiting, 
Outside the birds are mating 
And singing, Love, of thee. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 11, 1927 


138 


A DREAM OF LOVE 


Without the world was beautiful 
With colors bright and gay, 
While fragrant from the meadows came 
The scent of new-mown hay. 
I heard the tinkle of a bell 
From somewhere far away; 
My pillow never was so soft 
As on that summer day. 


The birds sang sweetly in the trees 
A happy roundelay; 

And, like Love’s kisses, came the touch 
Of breezes soft at play 

Wafting perfume and pleasant sounds 
From near and from afar; 

The song of birds, the scent of flowers, 
Past casement sash ajar. 


‘Twas then with fading consciousness 
Came Love the casement through, 
And what he brought that summer day 
Was just a dream of you. 

"Twas there in that fair land of dreams 
I felt thy soft caress, 

The fragrance of thy loveliness, 
And clinging lips confess. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 7, 1927 
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HUNTING SEASON 


A bird in the wildwood is singing, 
While a squirrel is seeking her all: 
A stag lifts his head as he listens, 
But he gives back no answering call. 


A hunter is stealthily creeping 

As he follows a leaf covered trail; 

The sun through green branches is streaming 
In a world where life strives to prevail. 


Where sorrow now mingles with beauty, 
With the blue of God’s Heaven above: 
Some day, the Great Master hath promised 
Life redeemed shall abide in His love. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 8, 1927 
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SUNSET 


I gazed into the sky and there 
I saw a bird in flight, 

Winging its way with instincts true 
Southward 'til lost to sight; 


And as the sun sank in the west 
A vision came to me, 

Of passing souls winging their way 
Into eternity. 


And moving on through entrance gates, 
Of clouds piled high in air— 

A glimpse of Glory from beyond, 
I saw reflected there. 


**Paownyc”’ 
June 30, 1927 
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AN AIR CLOUD 


I watched a little cloud one day, 
As it was floating lazily 

Above me in the sky; 
It seemed to be suspended there— 
Ethereal almost as air— 

And then I wondered why. 


I was an atom on the ground, 

The bees droned lazily around— 
A world without a care. 

It was a perfect summer day 

And dreamland was not far away 
While I was lying there. 


‘Twas then that I commenced to rise 

Like a soap bubble in the skies 
Where once I saw that cloud; 

And just as I was passing by, 

I climbed aboard up high and dry 
And heaved a sigh out loud. 


I found the cloud was much too small 4 
To hold me up without a fall, 
So down we did descend; 
It doubled up beneath my weight, 
But still I did not hesitate 
To hang on ‘til the end. 
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When I was just about to jump 

The earth gave us an awful thump— 
That cloud was only air. 

There were no fragments lying ’round 

To show where we had struck the ground, 
But I was lying there. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
September 30, 1927 


THE WIND 


Blow, blow, blow, 

From whither and whence, O Wind! 
Sweeping the land and ocean, 

Death lurks in thy wake behind. 


Within the woodland reaches 
Hath fallen the mighty tree, 
Missing are ships of ocean, 
Thou hast strewn with wrecks the sea! 


**Paownyc™’ 
July 11, 1928 
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I LOVE THEE, MY GIPSY 


I love thee, my Gipsy, 
So strong and so free; 
In woodland and meadow 
I’m dreamin’ of thee; 
The mountins and valleys 
Are callin’ to me, 
While waitin’ thy comin’ 
‘Tis lonesome, I be. 


The birds in the open 
Are singin’ of thee; 

The sun in the heavens 
Is shinin’ for me. 

Take me in thy wagon » 
Far over the lea, 

Beyond the blue mountins 
Where we would be free. 


The heather, so bonnie 
Would be for our bed; 

My bosom would pillow | 
My Gipsy boy’s head; 1 

The heavens above us 
Our cover would be; 

The nights would pass quickly 
My Gipsy, with thee. 
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The blue bells of Scotland 
Are smilin’ at me; 
They whisper of someone 
I’m waitin’ to see. 
The hills and the valleys 

Are speakin’ of thee, 
In the arms of my Gipsy 
I’m longin’ to be. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 1, 1927 


WOODLAND GREETINGS 


Pale and weird the landscape 
As the silver moon, 
Rising through the tree tops,. 
Greets the owl and loon; 
Borne across the waters 
Comes their lonesome cry, 
While the woodland shadows 
Answer to the sky. 


‘*Paownyc”’ 
August 8, 1928 
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KYTO CHIN GEISHA 


Kyto Chin Geisha, Princess Japanese, 
Joined us at Kyoto and came over seas. 
She was of blood royal, the belle of Japan, 
Her personal charms I'll portray, if I can. 


Her coat, silky white with markings of black, 

Her tail, like an ostrich plume, covered her back, 
Her nose, retroussé, quite sunken in fact, — 

Her eyes, full and soulful, could charm and attract. 


A beautiful ruff she wore ‘round her neck, 

Her mannets were faultless and quite circumspect. 
Fastidious taste, exquisitely neat 

From the crown of her head to her dainty white feet. 


She was a rare beauty, most lovely to see, 

Condescending and gracious, all must agree. 

Still there were those persons who said she was cat 

Crossed with a monkey—face and whiskers showed 
that. 


The cause of remark was her lovely white hairs 
On sofas, and rugs, and the big easy chairs. 
They were backbiters with small basis of fact, 
Gossips made jealous by her power to attract. 


You plainly could see she was nature’s own child 
Her soul would respond to the call of the wild. 

To the woods she would flee with wings of the wind, 
Encouraged, inspired, by the sounds from behind. 


When captured and safe on Grandmothet’s breast, 
This is the song that would lull her to rest: 
*“Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 

Wherever you wander there’s no place like home.’ 


There were gossips, of course, you know they all say; 
With a deep little growl she would scare them away. 
With unruffled poise she gave heed not at all; 
All hastened to serve, and respond to her call. 


Her secret of charm, I think I can tell, 

To her we were bound, and her love was the spell. 
She is gone, but in mind she lives with us yet, 

For hearts that have truly loved never forget. 


**Paownyc’’ Norg: Kyto, chin dog, was bought ia 
5 } Kyoto, Japan, during the spring of 1924— 
eptember 30, 1926 died at Syracuse, N. Y., December 25, 1925. 
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SHADOWS AT CLOSE OF DAY 


A Pekinese lay dreaming 
Upon a cushioned chair, 

His growls like distant thunder 
Disturbed the peaceful air. 


An Emperor was scheming 
Behind his palace door, 

Of glory too was dreaming, 
Of conquest, strife, and gore. 


A Prelate famed was preaching, 
Within great walls of stone,— 
Sounds reached the nave and ceiling 

From thoughts that were his own. 


The world through space revolving 
Was passing on its way, 

The night was fast approaching; 
Shadows at close of day. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
September 22, 1928 
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O, THAT MY MUSE COULD TELL 


When roused from sleep at night, 
Oft as I lie awake 

My restless spirit doth commune 
With waters of the lake. 


Stirred by the breezes soft, 
Waves lap the rocky shore 

And as they whisper to my soul 
I fall asleep once more. 


Dreaming while half awake, 
Tales of forgotten lore 

Are lost again within the deep 
Untold forevermore. 


O, that my muse could tell 
Those secrets of the night 

That lie in depths beneath the waves 
When dawns the morning light! 


‘*Paownyc’’ 
August 24, 1928 
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WOHELO 


Down in Maine at Camp Wohelo, 
On Sebago’s rocky shore, 
Charming maids, mid crag and forest, 
Here are gathered by the score. | 
Brown and tanned by wind and weather, 
Beauty, health and strength have they, 
Trained in sports.on land and water, 
Wait they now for Gala Day. 


Here ‘mid scenes of wondrous beauty, 
Lovely Jellyfish are found; 

In these pure and limpid waters, 
Pollywogs and Frogs abound; 

Water Queens, Witches and Babies, 
Beauties of the sky and air, 

Flashing through the sunlit waters, 
Mermaids never were so fair. 


From far homes and distant cities 
Speeding autos wend their way, 
Parents bound for Camp Wohelo 
And the sports of Water Day. 
Proud the hearts and loving, tender, 
Angels watch while kiddies wait, 
Heaven blesses such reunions 


Guarding well Wohelo’s gate. 
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Maids now rule Sebago’s waters, 

Pliant to their dive and stroke, 
What to them could be defiant, 

Work, Health, Love, the gods invoke. 
Diving, swimming, and canoeing, 

Using paddles, hands and feet, 
Racing—'twould not be unpleasant 

At such hands to meet defeat. 


Gaze we at the coming woman 
Standing in her war canoe, 
Spectacle of wondrous beauty— 
Look the one thing we can do! 
When, like Centaurs, on their horses, 
Parents gaze in wonder now, 
When they ride it is to conquer, 
Every heart and knee doth bow. 


Tender hearts and tear-wet lashes, 
This day love rules sea and shore, 
God’s love down from Heaven flashes, 
Breathe we thanks to Him once more. 
To the ones who rule Wohelo, 
Grateful praise we freely give 
For the training and the keeping; 
In our hearts their fame will live. 


**Paownyc”’ Note: ‘‘Wohelo,’’ a summer camp for girls, 
derives its name by using the first two let- 

August 25, 1926 ters from the three words, Work, Health, 
Love. 


I§le 


ACROSS THE SEA OF LIFE 


I gazed into a maiden’s eyes 
And saw reflected love, 

Deeper than ocean depths beneath 
Or blue of sky above. 

Lifted by tides that ebb and flow, 
We passed across the bar— 

Out on the sea of life beyond, 
Beneath a guiding star. 


Tossed by the waves that rose and fell 
On calm and stormy sea, 

Blown by the winds that come and go, 
Fearless, she sailed with me. 

We saw the passing of the sun 
That told of coming night 

As we sailed on into the west, 
Engulfed in Glory Light. 


‘“‘Paownyc' 
May 19, 1928 
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THE LOST WORD 


I often wonder if Blasé 
Is but a thin veneer, 
Or if it is an armor plate 
When loving hearts are near. 
‘Tis in the sobbing of the wind 
And patter of the rain, 
And in the touch of loving hearts 
Life ebbs and flows again. 


Then cast aside thy aloofness— 
Thy symbol of Blasé, 

And let thy laughter ring again 
As in the olden day; 

And let the sunshine from thy soul 
Cheer others on their way; 

In loving service thou wilt find 
There is no word Blasé. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 17, 1927 
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TOMORROW 
d Woks Ques iy s & 


Our loved ones departed still live with us yet 
As they watch from Heaven above, 

For hearts that have truly loved never forget, 
And partings but increase our love. 


How well we remember those days long ago, 
To our hearts they still comfort lend, 

While the years may bring sorrow and grief we know, 
Still the present marks not the end. 


Those days in fond memory ever remain, 
Their solace no power can destroy; 

Some day we shall meet with our loved ones again 
When sorrow will give way to joy. 


To the tasks that remain we must still be true, 
To the faith and the love they gave, 

Do the things that we know they would have us do 
With a heart both cheerful and brave. 


Then let us with faith wait the coming of day 
When partings forever are o'er, 

When the shadows of earth shall all flee away 
As morning breaks forevermore. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 9, 1926 
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HONG KONG CHOW 


Hong Kong Chow is dead, his loving heart hath ceased 
to beat, 

No more in answer to our call will come his pattering 
feet. 

With him great love hath died within that silent breast, 

We mourn: no bark or whine disturbs our grief—he is 
at rest. 


We never mote shall hear his call to let him in or out, 

Without the door he doth not wait to follow us about. 

No longer in our daily life will he have place or part, 

In memory only doth he live enshrined within our 
heart. 


We miss him, we are lonely, for him our tears will fall, 
For Hong is gone forever, he is now beyond our call. 
No longer will he follow on the trails along the shore, 
In loved Paownyc he doth sleep, at rest forevermore. 


vs vs Norte: Hong, a blue black chow dog, was 
Paownye born a 1924, at Hong Kong, China— 
August 2, 1926 and died July 31, 1926, at ‘“Paownyc.”’ 
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MOTHER AND I 


We are alone, we two, Mother and I: 

We often feel a sadness when we think 

Of olden days now past—forever gone, 

When we were young and children did surround. 
We live again in memory those days 

When hearts beat fast, and life seemed but a song 
With promise unfulfilled—those days are gone. 
And now we live and watch our children dream, 
And see grandchildren where our children were. 
The years pass quickly by and changes come 
Before the mind doth pause and realize; 

And so the flood doth sweep forever on— 
Successive generations come and go. 


While oft we do not think or seek to know 
The thought and purpose of created life, 

Its mystery and whence we come and go, 

Why do we live: there is some mighty plan 
That moves resistlessly forever on 

Into the Infinite, beyond this world, 

Where material success or failure end the same. 
Hope only is within the soul of man 

When Faith and Love together show the way 
To those same paths on which our fathers trod; 
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The paths that lead unto the great beyond, 

That land of promise where loved ones wait, 
Where we shall live with them forevermore. 
Canst thou find Hope outside the Christian Faith; 
Beyond our Father’s God and Jesus Christ the Son 
Who died on Calvary that we might live? 

If not, then thou shouldst yield thy heart to Him 
And show the way to others while 'tis day; 
Before the night descends that doth enfold; 

Now is the time of opportunity! 

I plead with thee in love do not delay; 

Wait not, thy time is now, kneel thou and pray. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
June 27, 1927 


THE GREAT UNSEEN 


Like unto the ocean 
Is man’s restless soul: 
Though storms stir the surface 
‘Til great billows roll, 
Depths beneath are quiet, 
Peaceful, and serene, 
Unmoved by the tumult 
Is the Great Unseen. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
September 12, 1928 
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HAWAII BOUND 
I. 
TRUTH 


‘All ashore that’s going!”’ 

The cry rang through the ship. 
‘‘All ashore that’s going!”’ 

We backed out from the slip. 
Confetti ribbons holding 

Were quickly rent in twain, 
We sailed out on the ocean, 

Defying waves again. 


The Golden Gate was open, 
The rest I hate to tell— 
For when we passed its portals 
We found ourselves in Hell. 
The ship, with groans and creakings, 
Went rolling on her way, 
The furniture went sliding 
Across the floor at play. 


The dining room was empty, 
The dishes on the floor, 
Hawaiian music wailing 
Amid the ocean's roar. 
All cabin bells were ringing 
Their signals of distress, 
The stewards were in hiding, 
Just where, no one could guess. 
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Why did we leave the comforts 
Of home upon the shore? 
Why do we seek for trouble, 
And find it evermore? 
There is one consolation, 
"Tis safer here to rock 
Than upon terra firma 
Amid an earthquake shock. 


II. 


POETRY 


Once more the sun is shining 
Upon Pacific seas, 
The Wilhelmina sailing 
As steady as you please. 
The stowaways appearing 
From every nook and door, 
We gaze at smiling faces 
We have not seen before. 


The deck sports are in progress— 
Just carnivals of fun 
Where skill is mostly lacking, 
Oft bullhead luck hath won. 
‘Tis visions of Waikiki 
And dusky maidens there 
That cause strong arms to waver, 
And partners to despair. 
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Movies on the upper deck 
And dancing down below 
Make of life a pleasant song 
As on our way we go. 
And then the Captain’s dinner, 
And fancy full-dress ball, 
The last night all together, 
The climax of it all. 


Now Honolulu harbor, 
Here for a time we part 
For trips around the islands 
Before our homeward start. 
Hawaii, thou dost conquer, 
Our hearts we yield to thee, 
Isles of flowers, green emeralds, 
Set in a sapphire sea. 


P..S. 
At HonoLuLu 


We are in mid Pacific, 
Forever here we stay 
Unless upon the ocean 
We make our getaway. 
There is no airplane service, 
We seek a bridge in vain. 
Viking thou, bedecked with flowers, 
Defy the sea again! 


S. S. Wilhelmina 
March 20, 1927 


THE GLORY OF THE PAST 


I dreamed of warriors bold; 
I was a pluméd Knight 

On champing steed, with lance and shield, 
Encased in armor bright. 


On through the night we rode, 
Nor met with friend or foe, 

Until the dawn of morning light 
On hill and plain below 


Revealed a mighty host 
Preparing for the fray, 

Advancing through the morning mists 
From near and far away. 


We hesitated not 
But with a forward dash, 

As man to man and steed to steed, 
We met in awful crash. 


As horse and man went down, 
Our banners floated high 

Across the plain, on through the hills 
Where met the earth and sky. 


What it was all about 
I really do not know, 

But it was glorious to fight 
In days of long ago. 


*Paownyc’’ 
August 20, 1928 


LINDY-GRAMS 
I. 


LINDyY’s FLIGHT 


Straight as a bird upon its course, 
With heart and instincts true, 

From depths beneath to heights above, 
Through sleet and fog he flew, 

‘Til night was done and morning’s light 
Revealed his glistening plane 

In swiftest flight o’er British Isles, 
Once more above terrain. 


"Twas but two days, one night, between 
The new world and the old; 

One flight in air—the sea was passed— 
The story has been told. 

‘Twas but a night and fame was won, 
Mote precious far than gold, 

And all the nations rose as one 
To honor valor bold. 


He circled Paris e’er his flight 
Did end at Le Bourget: 

His welcome was a nation’s voice 
Raised in a hymn of praise, 

In which his homeland and the world 
Joined in the glad refrain 

With tributes such as mortal man 
Shall seldom see again. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
June 13, 1927 
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1 
Linpy FLEw 


When Lindy flew across the sea 

He went alone, for then said he, 

I’ll surely have good company 

Until I land at gay Paree. 

While others chew the rag, said he, 

I think the job is up to me 

To find the pathway through the sky, 
And show the others how to fly. 


I'll get there safe enough all right— 

Not later than tomorrow night. 

Then Lindy bade them all good day, 

Rose in the air, and flew away: 

He sailed his plane both low and high, 
Above the sea, beneath the sky; 

Through wind and storm he made his way, 
Through sleet and fog, by night and day. 


As Ireland passed he heaved a sigh, 

And then old England passed him by; 

He crossed the Channel on his way 

And landed safe at Le Bourget. 

No longer then was Lindy free; 

Captured by kings and royalty. 

A U. S. warship rescued him, 

And brought back home our Colonel ‘‘Slim.’ 
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Syracuse, N. Y. 
June 13, 1927 
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Our Linpy 


Who is great among the great? 

One who did not hesitate. 

Who doth kings and rulers greet, 

Casting honors at his feet? 

To them with thy question go 

For they seem to think they know 
Our Lindy! 


Who is great on earth, in sky, 

When he does or does not fly? 

Ask the folks both sides the sea, 

All but one man will agree; 

There is one who doth not know 

And to him thou must not go— 
Our Lindy! 


Who doth kings and rulers greet? 

Who doth nations seek to meet? 

Conqueror of air and sky 

Who across the sea did fly; 

One there is among the great, 

One who did not hesitate; 

Conqueror of fog and sleet, 

Hero now the world doth féte— 
Our Lindy! 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
June 13, 1927 
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THE AFTERGLOW 


Sitting here I ponder 

Things thou dost not know, 
For I often wander 

In the long ago— 
Dreaming of the morning, 

As the day doth close 
Sets the sun in beauty 

Even as it rose. 


Sacred is the story 
Of the passing sun 
Lining clouds with glory 
When its course is run, 
Lending from its splendor 
As it sinks from sight, 
Veiling the unspoken 
With the shades of night. 


Still all unforgotten 
Is the dawn of day, 
And the rising glory 
That hath passed away. 
So I sit and ponder 
Things thou dost not know 
‘Mid the wondrous beauty 
Of the afterglow. 


““Paownyc”’ 
August 4, 1928 
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GREAT LOVE WITHIN MY HEART WAS THINE 


Great love within my heart was thine, 
Unsullied honor still is mine, 

Not subject to thy will. 
My love was thrown back in my face, 
And though I suffered no disgrace 

The hurt is with me still. 


And though I bow my head in shame 
At the dishonor to thy name, 
The power of choice was thine. 
And thy life is for thee to live 
And beyond me the power to give 
From honor that is mine. 


Forevermore I wish thee well, 
And leave for thine own lips to tell 
What lurks within thy heart. 
‘“‘Truth crushed to earth shall rise again,’ 
And false denials are in vain— 
Mine is the better part! 


Still oft I think of childhood hours 
So fragrant with the scent of flowers, 
Of golden days now past, 
Of prayers once said at mother’s knee 
That ever live in memory 
And will unto the last. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 3, 1927 
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I OFTEN THINK 


I often think of life’s dark days 
Whose shades were mostly blue, 

Of insults heaped upon my head 
While I was fighting through, 

Of dearest friends, then proven false, 
Whom I had thought were true, 

Of ideals shattered, masks removed, 
And sores exposed to view. 


Who was mistaken mattered not— 
"Twas up to me to do, 

And just how well the task was done, 
My friends, I leave to you. 

And while I do not favors ask, 
In thought I oft review 

The battle that I fought those days 
When the Great War was through. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 


November 30, 1927 
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THOU DOST NOT KNOW 


Blindly she groped her way, 

Dumbly she strove to pray, 
Shriving her soul. 

Was there no one could save 

E’er she plunged ‘neath the wave 
Paying the toll? 


Faith, Hope and Love were dead: 
Sought she the river bed 
On which to lie, 
As her heart sank to rest 
Beating within her breast 
A last good-bye. 


She had no mote to give: 

Why should she seek to live, 
Unheard her cry? 

Should she resume again 

Striving once more in vain, 
R’er she should die? 


What was it all about, 

The turmoil and the shout; 
What was her goal 

What was she striving for, 

And seeking more and more— 
Body and soul? 
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E’en though her heart was brave, 
Her path led to the grave 
And the unknown. 
For what did there await, 
Did her soul hesitate 
Striving alone? 


Did she fear the abyss 
Between that world and this, 
Thou dost not know? 

Did she find God above 
And His infinite love 
E’er she did go? 


When, in sweet charity, 

Friends bow in sympathy, 
Wondering why; 

Cold lips will not reveal 

What death doth here conceal, 
Nor make reply. 


Wouldst thou tell her, my friend, 
Death is the final end— 

There is no more, 
Ends here the noise and strife, 
There is no future life, 

All now is o'er? 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
September 22, 1928 


FAIR CALIFORNIA, OUR HOMELAND 


Fair California, our Homeland, 
Among the noble free, 
We love thy sunshine, fruits and flowers, 
Thy mountains, sky and sea! 
Thou fairest of the beautiful, 
We bare our heads to thee, 
And swear allegiance once again 
Upon our bended knee. 


And as we voice our love in song, 
It ofttimes seems in vain; 
Thy mountains send it ringing back 
Into our hearts again. 
Thy canyons, cliffs and desert wastes, 
Thy roads along the sea, 
Forevermore, and evermore 
Return again to thee. 


The world hath many beauty spots 
Beyond, within the sea, 

But there are none more beautiful 
Or lovelier than thee. 

Our hearts are bound with golden chains 
Of love-wrought fantasy 

Whose links, entwined with fairest flowers, 
Hold for eternity. 
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Fair California, our Homeland, 
We voice our love for thee! 
Thy mountains echo back our song 
‘Til lost in sky and sea; 
Thou fairest of the beautiful 
Among the noble free, 
Forevermore our hearts are thine, 
And evermore shall be. 


““Paownyc”’ 
August 18, 1927 


WATERS STILL 


‘Neath my casement window 
Lies the shimmering lake 
Mirroring God’s Heavens; 
Oft from sleep I wake, 
Gaze at stars reflected 
In the waters still, 
See the moon’s broad pathway 
To my window sill. 


“Paownyc’’ 
July 25, 1928 
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YOSEMITE 


Yosemite, Yosemite, 
I bare my head to thee, 

Land wonderful, land wonderful, 
An awesome sight to see; 

Thy rocks, and streams, and waterfalls, 
Why seek we overseas, 

Land of the towering cliffs, I bow 
Before thy mammoth trees. 


Yosemite, Yosemite, 
I bow both head and knee, 
And kneel on thy Cathedral floor, 
An ardent devotee; 
Land beautiful, land beautiful, 
I shall return to thee 
When Summer melts thine ice and snows— 
Then thou wilt welcome me. 


Yosemite, Yosemite, 
Thou art in memory, 
Land fanciful, land fanciful, 
Where images I see; 
Engraven on thy lofty cliffs 
In Nature's gallery, 
Thy grandeur and thy loveliness 
In dreams return to me. 
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Yosemite, Yosemite, 
Thy waters reach the seas, 
Thy waterfalls in silence fell 
For many centuries; 
Land bountiful, land bountiful, 
My soul responds to thee, 
In song alone can I return 
What thou hast given me. 


Yosemite, Cal. 
March 6, 1927 


HARK, THE LORD IS SPEAKING 


Hark, the Lord is speaking! 
Through the darksome night 
Wide awake I listen, 
Flash the lightnings bright. 
"Midst the roar of thunder 
Comes the rush of rain. 
Hark, the Lord is speaking 
To my soul again! 


““Paownyc™’ 
July 25, 1928 
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HAWAIIAN ISLES 


Hawaiian Isles, like emeralds, 
Are set in sapphire sea, 
Where beauty reigns with song and flowers 
That live in memory; 
There fascinating loveliness 
Charms senses into dreams 
Wherein there is no commonplace 
For earth like Heaven seems. 


Ponce de Leén sought in vain 
To find the fount of youth, 

In far away Hawaii now 
‘Tis found in very truth. 

The scent of flowers is wafted far, 
Across the distant sea; 

The strains of sweet ‘‘Aloha’’ come 
Across the waves to me. 


I hear the ukuleles blend — 
With whining steel guitars, 

I hear Hawaiian voices sing, 
Above, I see the stars; 

I float in mystic dances as 
I gaze in maidens’ eyes, 

I feel the thrill of passion that 
Doth lift me to the skies. 
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THE 


The charming hula-hula dance 
And native life I see, 

The gentle brown Hawaiian maids 
Dance once again for me; 

With graceful step lithe bodies move, 
While eyes and hands express 

The love and passion which they feel 
As they the air caress. 


‘“Aloha,’’ sweetly brave hearts sing 
When tears at parting flow, 

And wreaths of flowers in bondage bind 
Our hearts where’er we go. 

We part, but we remember still 
Those island friends of ours 

Who sing “‘Aloha’’ as they wait 
In their fair land of flowers. 


VOLCANO HOUSE 


Near Mauna Loa’s mountain top 
There is a Hostelry 

Where host and hostess ever live 
In fondest memory; 

Volcano craters there surround 
Amid escaping steam— 

A page from Dante’s Inferno 
That wonder land doth seem. 


~ 


Volcano House 
Island of Hawaii 
March 25, 1927 
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HAWAII AND OAHU 


Hawaii, with thy sea-washed shore, 
Where cliffs with deep ravines 

Show vistas fair through rugged clefts 
With many varied scenes; 

Thy Hilo nestles by the sea, 
While beauty hides in vain 

Where viaducts float down to mills 
Thy wealth of sugar cane. 


Volcanoes with vast craters yawn, 
While fissures vent forth steam, 

And lava flows down mountainsides, 
A fiery, molten stream. 

We breathe among thy yellow rocks 
The sulphur-laden air, 

We gaze in wonder and in awe— 
And know that God is there. 


Oahu, with thy Tantalus, 
And Poli’s mountainside 
Where on thy cliffs in days of old 
Thy warriors fought and died; 
Old Diamondhead stands sentinel, 
Thy watch dog staunch and true, 
The first to greet, the last to bid 
The parting ship adieu. 
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Proud Honolulu, ruling Queen 
And mistress of the sea, 

Thy crown and sceptre, flowers and song, 
Bind loving hearts to thee! 

And though we part, the ocean waves 
Still voice thy sweet refrain; 

Aloha oe, our hearts repeat, 
Until we meet again. 


Volcano House 
Hawai 
March 26, 1927 


HILO’S HOSTELRY 


Hilo, of thee I often dream! 
Long live thy Hostelry 

Where rarest wine is guava juice, 
Both host and guests agree. 

A thimbleful doth whet the taste 
To seek a guava tree, 

And smuggle it to our Homeland, 
And plant it secretly. 


Island of Hawati Nore: When guests at this Hotel, the pro- 
prietor served us a small portion of rare 
wine which he called “guava juice.” 
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March 25, 1927 


FAR-AWAY DREAMS 


When seated in my easy chair 
I often travel far 

To distant lands across the seas, 
My compass ts a star. 

‘Tis quicker and much easier 
Than any other way 

To go and come to suit desire, 
While here at home'l stay. 


‘Tis only for the traveler 
Whose eyes those lands have seen 
That memory waves the magic wand 
That doth restore the scene. 
The charm of travel doth return 
Again to me in dreams, 
In foreign lands I wander far— 
Like radio it seems. 


And when I cross Pacific seas, 
Soft voices call to me, 

And mermaids lure me from my course 
To visit Hawail. 

Sweet music permeates the air, 
I hear the steel guitars, 

My senses sway ‘neath perfume rare 
That comes from fairest flowers. 


And as I pass old Diamondhead, 
Cares sink within the sea— 

A month, a week, seem but a day 
When spent at Waikiki, 

On the lania at Moana 
Beneath the Banyan tree, 

At the new Royal Hawaiian 
In kingly luxury. 


Within the charm of song and flowers— 
Forever I could stay, 

But the lure of other voices 
Doth urge me on my way. 

While leis drop around my neck 
Beneath Aloha’s spell— 

Sweet words, ‘‘Until we meet again’’— 
With tears we say farewell. 


Once more the surf doth boom for me 
On reefs at Tahiti 

As we sail through the coral gap 
That leads to gayety: 

The Paris of the Southern Seas 
Awaits with open arms 

To give the weary traveler 
A wealth of love that charms. 
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I visit the Samoan Isles, 
I could not pass them by, 
I climb unto the mountain top 
Where Stevenson doth lie; 
From Apia I sail away 
To Suva at Fiji, 
And here I leave you for tonight, 
Lost in the Southern Sea. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 20, 1927 


IMPOTENCE SUBLIME 


Like waves of ocean breaking 
Whilst striving to attain, 
Advancing and retreating 
They rise and fall again; 
So human life is breaking 
Upon the sands of Time, 
Through centuries repeating 
With impotence sublime. 


‘“Paownyc™’ 
August ro, 1928 
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FRIENDSHIPS 


Like tropic isles within Life's sea 
Where pleasant breezes blow, 

Like oases in desert wastes 
Where cooling waters flow; 

So are the friendships of the earth, 
That kindred spirits know, 

As they pursue Life’s rugged way 
While pilgrims here below. 


**Paownyc”’ 
February 20, 1927 


THE TOUCH OF A VANISHED HAND 


Sleep, sleep, sleep, 
Restore to me my Love 
From out of the silent night 
While Angels watch above! 


Dreams, dreams, dreams, 
From whence o’er sea and land 
Comes the voice of one departed— 
The touch of a vanished hand! 


““Paownys’” 
July 27, 1928 
181 


MY ANTIQUE LAMP 


My antique lamp from old Japan 
Sends forth its light once more, 

Its graceful lines and elegance 
Charm as in days of yore. 

Where once an oil wick did suffice 
With feeble, flickering ray, 

Electric light hath been installed 
To suit the present day. 


Discarded and forgotten quite, 
For years a castaway, 
Its origin and hidden past 
Defy the light of day. 
Once more a debutante, it charms 
With soft and mellow ray, 
While mystery from years long past 
My mind and muse doth sway. 


Quite often as I sit and dream, 
The lamp doth speak to me 

Of olden days when men were bold 
And braved both land and sea; 

Through quaint old city streets I roam, 
Where paper lanterns glow, 

While people strange, with dress grotesque, 
Are passing to and fro. 


There youths and maidens are content, 
If light doth shine or not— 

They never seek a darker nook 
Or more sequestered spot; 

There maidens’ cheeks quite often burn, 
And eyes flash fire and light— 

"Tis not the same with rouge and paint 
Where day is dimmed by night. 


I wonder how in streets so dark 
That people find their way, 
While here beneath our brilliant light 
They often go astray. 
I think true modesty and worth 
Doth shine from mind and heart, 
While light that generates without 
Is something else apart. 


Strange shadows seem to come and go, 
And chase across the floor, 

And oft I seem to feel a draught 
As from an open door: 

’Tis then I waken with a start, 
And rising, shake my head, 

And bid good-night unto my lamp, 
And take myself to bed. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 23, 1927 
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HOMELAND 


My Adirondack mountain home 
Is calling now to me 

With whispers from the cedar, birch, 
The pine and balsam tree. 

Where forests clothe the mountain slopes, 
Tis there I fain would be 

"Mid winter's snow, or summer's bloom— 
It matters not to me. 


Paownyc, like a magnet thou 
Dost draw me back to thee 

While like a wanderer I sail 
Upon a distant sea. 

To thy sweet founts of waters pure, 
Once more my soul doth turn 

To quaff the draughts my spirit craves, 
And quench the fires that burn. 


Thy chain of lakes like gems are set 
Amid the forests green; 

The brightest stars are in the sky, 
Where sails the moon between. 

There swift canoes in silence glide, 
Lost in the silver mist, 

While maidens’ eyes, brighter than stars, 
Cause paddles to desist. 


In Homeland only can I rest 
And find my soul’s content 

Amid the scenes that I love best— 
‘Tis there my bow is bent: 

Where friends and loved ones doth surround, 
There Angels vigil keep 

And guard the Homeland garden spots 
Where roots have struck down deep. 


S. S. Wilhelmina, 
en route 
March 13, 1927 


THE POTENT FORCE 


The potent force that rules the world 
Comes down from Heaven above— 
More wonderful than radio— 
The mystery of Love. 


New York City 
May 30, 1927 
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THE WONDROUS PEARL 


The wondrous Pearl of greatest price 
Is what Christ's love doth give; 
That Pearl of lustre beautiful 
Is evermore to live. 
The joy of Heaven in its depths 
Is thine if thou accept 
The sacrifice on Calvary 
When Jesus paid thy debt. 


Beyond the price of earthly wealth, 
Of silver or of gold, 
That Pearl was purchased with Christ's blood, 
And with a love untold. 
O, how can any soul refuse, 
Or even hesitate, 
Acceptance of that wondrous Pearl 
Bought with a love so great? 
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GREAT JEHOVAH, LOVING FATHER 


A PRAYER 


Great Jehovah, Loving Father, 
Clothed with Might and Majesty, 

Jesus Christ, both King and Brother, 
Our Redeemer on the Tree, 

Holy Spirit, Intercessor, 
Comforter and Guide is. He, 

Great Jehovah, Great Jehovah, | 
Three in One and One in Three; . 

We, Thy children, lost in wonder, - 
Blessed, Blessed Trinity, 


Kneeling at Thy throne of mercy, 
May we pure, Thy temple be; 
As we bow in adoration, 
May we give ourselves to Thee; 
Grant the new birth of Thy Spirit, 
Consciousness from sin set free; 
Give us faith in greater measure, 
Hope and love that we may see 
With the Spirit’s clearer vision; 
Wisdom too we ask from Thee. 
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Keep us faithful in Thy service, 
Guarding Thy most Sacred Word, 
Striving for Thy coming kingdom, 
Ever watching for our Lord; 
May we yield ourselves like children, 
Filled with Thy abounding grace, © 
Till no longer seeing darkly, 
We shall see Thee face to face, 
Alleluia, Alleluia, 
We shall see Thee face to face. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 11, 1925 


THE SACRIFICIAL LAMB WAS HE 


Christ lived, and died, and rose that we 
Might through His Grace find Victory. 
The Sacrificial Lamb was He 

Who died that day for you and me. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 18, 1928 
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THE LORD IS RISEN, THE CHRIST IS KING 


An Easter Hymn 


Awake from thy sleep! ’Tis Easter Day! 
The stone from the tomb is rolled away. 
The Lord is risen, the Christ is King! 

In Heaven and Earth Hosannas ring. 
The burden of sin is rolled away, 
Salvation to man, God’s gift this day. 


Awake! This message the Angels bring: 
The Lord is risen, the Christ is King! 

The tomb is empty where Jesus lay, 
Awake to the joy of Easter Day! 

Grim Death, defeated, hath lost his sting, 
The Lord victorious, Christ is King. 


In field and forest the wild birds sing, 
Beauty and fragrance the earth flowers bring, 
From man’s greenhouses and sylvan dells 
Come Easter lilies and sweet bluebells. 

All nature doth vie with man to bring 
Their tributes of love to Christ, their King. 


The Cross triumphant the world doth sway, 
Heaven meets with earth on Easter Day; 
Cathedral and Church rich settings lend, 
Music and flowers together blend; 

With tender, sweet joy Christ’s Bride doth bring 
Her passion of love to Lord and King. © 
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Through clouds of glory the Christ did rise, 
Legions of Angels were in the skies, 

The world was sleeping, all unaware, 
Heaven was watching with tender care. 
While His Saints on Earth His praises sing, 
The Hosts of Heaven acclaim Him King. 


Awake to new life! Stretch forth thy wings! 
Hark to the message that Easter brings! 
Together in Christ we too shall rise 

On rapturous wing through flashing skies. 
Redeemed of the Lord, our souls should sing, 
Our Lord is risen, our Christ is King! 


University Hospital, 

Philadelphia, Pa. 

Easter Sunday— 
April 4, 1926 


CHRIST LOVE 


‘Greater love hath no man than this, 
That a man lay down his life for his friends. 
God’s love all love of man transcends; 
Christ died for His enemies, not His friends. 
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Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 28, 1926 
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GREAT JEHOVAH, EVER PRESENT 


When the eastern sky is burning 
With the coming of the sun, 
When the stars their posts deserting 
Know the shades of night are done, 
When the world from sleep is waking, 
Joyous sounds break on the ear, 
Prayers from man to Heaven ascending, 
Then, Jehovah, Thou art near. 


When the sun doth blaze at midday 
In the great blue dome of sky, 
Man doth rest amid the shadows 
Whilst the fleecy clouds float high. 
Mountain, forest, plain, and ocean 
Stretch away both far and near, 
Great Jehovah, ever present, 
Thou art there and Thou art here. 


When torrential rain is falling, 
Lightnings flash and thunders roar, 

Mountains shake to rock foundations, 
Winds take toll on sea and shore, 

When the thirsty land is drinking 
Water from Thine outstretched hand, 

Thou att with the wind and lightning, 
Thou art near the soul of man. 
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When the sun is slowly sinking 
And the shadows stretch out long, 
When the forest birds are feeding, 
Giving thanks in bursts of song, 
When the world seems breathless, waiting, 
Distant sounds fall on the ear, 
To man’s soul there comes a yearning, 
Then, Jehovah, Thou art near. 


When the western sky is blazing 
As the sun sinks out of sight, 
Bathing world and cloud with splendor, 
Bids defiance to the night, 
Awed to silence by such grandeur, 
Can man doubt or question Thee, 
Man, Thy creature, still rebellious, 
Striving lest his heart shall see. 


When the shades of night are falling 
Like a blanket over all, 

Man, an atom in the darkness, 
Infinitesimally small; 

When the stars up in the Heavens 
Take their places one by one, 

When the moon her pathway follows 

Shedding radiance from the sun, 
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Standing there amid Thy wonders, 
To my soul there comes no fear, 
For I know, my Loving Father, 
Great Jehovah, Thou art near; 
Thou art in the light and darkness, 
Thou art in the day and night, 
Thou art in my soul, Jehovah— 
Grant me wisdom, grant me sight. 


““Paownyc’ 
August 2, 1926 


OUR GOD 


Our God is the God of the Infinite, 
Of the Beyond and Above; 

Our God is the God all Omnipotent; 
Our God is the God of Love; 

Our God is the God of Times that are past, 
And God of the Times that be; 

Our God is the God of Heaven and Earth, 
The God of Eternity. 


““Paownyc"' 
September 1, 1927 
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THE ROSE OF SHARON AND THE LILY OF THE 
VALLEYS 


Wilt thou hearken to thy Saviour, 

Hear His words of tender love? 
Wilt thou enter through the portals 

Where earth blends with Heav'n above? 
Wilt thou meet Him in the Garden 

Where the cooling fountains flow, 
While the dew is on the roses, 

With the eastern sky aglow? 


Jesus is the Door of entrance 
That is standing now ajar; 
For the sinner who is weary 
‘Tis a step that is not far. 
He is ever watching, waiting, 
Just within the wicket gate. 
Wilt thou meet Him now, my brother, 
Now before it is too late? 


Meet the Lily of the Valleys; 
Walk with Sharon’s dewy Rose; 
Lift thine eyes unto the mountains 
Whence doth come surcease of woes; 
Drink from founts of Living Waters 
That forevermore shall flow; 
Know the joy of sins forgiven 
That the souls redeeméd know! 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 2, 1928 
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GOD’S WORLD AND MAN 


Beneath God's ever present sky 

And limitless, vast oceans lie; 

Man's ships defy the restless sweep, 

While hid are monsters of the deep; 

Within their bounds are lands most fair, 

And wonder cities too are there; 

Great mountains rear their heads on high 
With snow crowned peaks that touch the sky; 


Down far beneath He valleys fair 

Where fruits and flowers perfume the air; 
Rippling lakes half screened by trees; 
Broad rivers flowing to the seas; 

Dense forests guard the fertile plains 
And farms with fields of waving grains; 
God's creatures too are everywhere, 

Fish in waters, birds in air; 


His cattle on a thousand hills; 

While mammoth barns earth’s harvest fills; 
Hidden treasures, silver and gold, 
Diamonds, pearls, and wealth untold; 
Trout brooks and streams with silver sheen 
Like serpents wind ‘mid hills of green; 
Isles set like gems in tropic seas; 

Tall Royal Palms wave in the breeze; 


Long ocean swells pound coral reef, 

Loud booms the surf with howls of grief; 
Volcanoes send their smoke on high, 

At night their flames light up the sky; 

As lava creeps down to the sea 

Both man and beast in terror flee; 

When rent in twain the earth doth quake, 
Then cities fall and mountains shake; 


‘Mid torrid heat in jungle wilds 

Are mammoth snakes and crocodiles, 

Lions and tigers night and day 

With savage fierceness seek their prey; 
Fierce typhoons sweep with awful roar 

And strew with wrecks both sea and shore; 
Down from the skies the lightnings flash, 
While rain descends and thunders crash; 


"Neath Winter's cloak of ice and snow 
Great lakes are hid and rivers flow; 

Half buried homes where log fires glow; 
White-laden evergreens bend low; 

In frigid zones are polar bear 

And seal in icy waters there; 

Where man hunts game with harpoon spear, 
And night and day come once each year; 
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The sun by day, the moon by night, 
Give to the world both life and light; 
While hosts of stars the skies display 
Where Angels tread the Milky Way; 
A world conceived in love for man, 
Made by God’s omnipotent hand. 
Then God made man, His likeness he, 
The ruler of His World to be. 


While lower than the Angels still, 

God made all subject to man’s will. 

Men, brown and yellow, black and white, 
Are all God's children in His sight. 
Infinite love, God's thought and plan, 
Offers Eternal Life to man. 

Vain, if the time man here doth spend 
Marks life's beginning and its end. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
September 1f, 1926 


THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD 


Earth's stars of love and friendship fade 
As do the stars above, 

When Christ with dawn of Glory Light 
Reveals the God of Love. 


‘*Paownye™’ 
May 22, 1928 
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THE LOVE OF GOD 


The love of God is limitless, 
Beyond all time or place, 

Beyond confines of East and West, 
Beyond the void of space; 

The love of God is fathomless, 
Beyond the depth of sea, 

Beyond the sun, the moon, the stars, 
Beyond Eternity. 


Within the love of God the world 
Doth on its axis turn; 

Within the sun, the love of God 
Doth cause the fires to burn; 

Within God’s love the Universe 
Is subject to His voice. 

Unto His creature, Man, alone, 
He gives the power of choice. 


It was the love of God that gave 
The Christ that we might live; 
It was the love of God that did 
The Holy Spirit give; 
’Twas love of God that made the world, 
The whole creative plan; 
Unbounded love that offers still 
Eternal Life to Man. 


“Paownyc”’ 
July 17, 1927 


NIGHT AND DAY 
NIGHT 


‘Twas night, and darkness reigned supreme, 

The black clouds overcast the sky 

Allowing not a penetrating gleam of light 

To pierce the blackness and to shine upon the desolate 
earth. 

The fierce winds howled and sighed 

And died amid the moaning of the trees. 

Devils and sprites from Hell were loose, and demons 
roamed at will, 

Death stalked abroad upon the land and rode upon the 
ee 

Some met him bravely, some with fearful cry— 

Man lost in sin—an awful night to die. 


LIGHT 


Jesus the Christ, the bright and morning Star, 

Came down to earth and left Heaven’s gates ajar. 

In Him was life, that life the light of men— 

John’s Gospel, chapter one, verses four to ten. 

He healed the sick, the blind, He raised the dead, 

The devils trembled and the demons fled. 

The world, by Satan blinded, knew Him not, 

Men scourged and spat upon Him, nailed Him to the 
Cross. 

For man He died, His work on earth did close. 

They laid Him in the Tomb, and then—He rose. 


Dawn 


When all seemed lost, then all was gain, 

The curtain of the Temple rent in twain. 

The Sun of Righteousness did rise, and then 

At Pentecost the Holy Spirit came. 

When Christians die, Faith lights the way, the Star 
of Hope doth guide 

Across the sullen stream, unto the other side. 

Greetings from well known voices, loved faces line 
the shore, 

Tears of joy and gladness from dear ones gone before. 

With Heaven's nae g breaking, earth's shadows flee 
away, 

The Face of Christ revealing with the light of Heaven's 
day. 


Day 


‘Tis day, and God’s love reigns supreme. 

The Sun of Righteousness doth shine, 

Allowing not a desecrating gleam from Hell 

To pierce the brightness, and to dim the glorious light 
of Heaven. 

Blending with pulsing harps, 

Voices of Saints and Angels join in songs of praise. 

Satan with all his hosts in Hell is chained, and demons 
are no more. 

Death doth not stalk abroad, in Hell’s tomb he doth lie. 

Man’sfear is turned to joy, no moreDeath’s fearful cry— 

Beyond the power of sin—man’s soul shall never die. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
September 21, 1926 


THE JUDGMENT 


The Master Himself, The Great Judge, He hath spoken 
The words of the sentence each servant will hear; 
Who fails in his duty to render Him service, 
No chance to interpret; the words are most clear. 


In the great Judgment scene there is fiercecondemnation, © 
And awful the sentence for failure to do; 

The man with one talent who buried the treasure 
Heard the words of the Master condemning him too. 


In the great Judgment scene there is fine commendation 
For service performed by which Heaven was won; 

The men with the talents who doubled the treasure 
Were likewise rewarded for service well done. 


In both of these lessons the Master hath taught us 
That Heaven is won by the deeds that we do, 
That Heaven is lost by simple omission 
To render Jehovah our service, His due. 


More clear to our minds are the sins of commission 
Whose menace stands out most plainly revealed. 

Less clear to our minds are the sins of omission 
Whose menace most deadly is often concealed. 
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Kind deeds that we do show the heartlove within us, 
While failure to do shows the heart doth not love; 
God searches the heart for the love that is vital 
For entrance within, through His portals above. 


"Tis not by profession or fineness of living, 
Or attendance at meetings that Heaven is found; 
But in spending ourselves we will find in the giving 
That in service to others, Christ’s love doth abound. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 20, 1925 


MORNING 


The Star of Hope doth light the way 
When sets the earthly sun. 

The Sun of Righteousness doth rise 
When Saints their course have run. 

On that fair shore the morning breaks 
When shades of night are done, 

And joy comes with the morning light 
To those whose crowns are won. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 24, 1927 
2.05 


HEAVEN’S MESSAGE 


A CHRISTMAS CAROL 


Visions of Bethlehem come to me, 

A Babe in a manger there I see; 

Stars in the Heavens are shining bright, 
Shepherds are tending their flocks by night; 
Three Wise Men journeying from afar 
Follow a wonderful, brilliant star; 


The air is vibrant as Angels sing, 

From Heaven to earth their voices ring, 
“Glory to God in the Highest, and on 
Earth Peace, Good Will towards men.”’ 

This message came with the new born King 

Brought down from Heaven by Angel’s wing. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
February 3, 1926 


CHRIST LIGHT 


Far out through the night there shines a star— 
Mayhap some door in Heaven ajar. 

Down deep in some soul that light may shine 
Deflected by you, Christ’s light divine. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 28, 1926 
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THY TEMPLE 


A PRAYER 


Thy Temple may my body be, 

Where Thou canst come and dwell with me, 
Beyond Thine eye I cannot go, 

No thought of mine Thou dost not know. 


There is no place on land or sea 

Where man can hide himself from Thee. 
As I now kneel beneath Thine eye, 

O Blessed Saviour, hear my cry. 


Give Thine Angels charge o'er me, 
That I may ever faithful be, 

As I here tread earth's paths unknown, 
May my foot find no hidden stone. 


““Paownyc’’ 
May 15, 1926 


BLESSED ARE THE PURE IN HEART 


If thou wouldst have Christ's love endure, 
Then keep heart, mind and body pure. 
These words thy monitor should be— 

As a man thinketh, so is he. 


“Paownyc™’ 
September 25, 1926 
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FAITH’S PRAYER 


Great Jehovah, Jesus, Saviour, 
Father, Son, and Spirit, Three, 
Thou, our fathers’ Rock of Ages, 
Still we trust and cling to Thee. 
Keep our Faith both true and steadfast, 
Satan's hand forever stay; 
What to Thee hath been committed, 
Thou wilt keep until that Day. 


**Paownyc'' 
August 4, 1926 


TWO CROWNS 


The King of Glory 
To earth came down, 
Left Heaven's splendor 
And kingly Crown. 


The King of the Jews 
Was manger born, 

On Calvary’s Cross 
Wore Crown of thorn. 


The Cross triumphant 
This message brings: 

The Meek and Lowly 
Is King of Kings. 


*“Paownyc”’ 
December 20, 1926 
» 79 
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DEAR SAVIOUR PILOT ME 


As sails my fragile bark 
Across Life’s restless sea, 

Where harbor lights shine through the dark, 
Dear Saviour pilot me 


Past lights along the shore 
That flash and fade away, 

Past hidden reefs forevermore 
When dawns the light of day! 


“*Paownyc’’ 
August 24, 1928 


THE THUNDER STORM 


Above the Heavens are flaming, 
Thunder roars as lightnings flash, 
Dark clouds by bolts are shattered 
As down to the earth they crash. 


Jehovah Thou art present; 

"Tis well that I know no fear. 
Were Heaven and Earth dissolving, 

I would know that Thou art near. 


**Paownyc’’ 
July 11, 1928 
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THERE IS JOY IN MY HEART 


There is joy in my heart that the world cannot give, 
There is peace in my soul that forever will live, 
With God’s Holy Spirit now and ever my guide, 
Blessed Faith, Hope, and Love, in my heart will abide. 


CHORUS 


"Tis the joy in Christ Jesus when God doth forgive, 
"Tis the peace of God's Spirit who in me doth live, 
Tis the joy of His service that comes with each day, 
"Tis the peace of communion I find when I pray. 


Now with peace I come in and with joy I go out, 
Undismayed by the tumult, the noise, and the shout. 
Encased in Christ’s armor, may I valiantly fight 
With both wisdomand lovefor His Truthand the Right. 


At the foot of the Cross I will stand in His Name, 

For His Word, for His Birth, for His untarnished Fame. 

May others, like Thomas, ‘neath the Spirit’s keen sword 

Have their doubts all removed and acknowledge Him 
Lord. 


‘“Paownyc’’ 
May 21, 1926 


2I0 


THE BLESSED SLEEP 


Farewell, dear heart, then sleep! 
Dost thou not know ‘tis well, 

While Holy Angels vigil keep, 
We say a last farewell? 


For souls from sleep awake 
Beyond earth’s shifting sand 

Where waves of love forever break 
On Heaven’s Golden Strand. 


As fade sun, moon and stars 
Into the crystal sea, 

Beyond confines of earthly bars 
May Christ our pilot be. 


Through passing shades of night 
Until transformed by Grace 

We gaze up through the Glory Light 
Into our Saviour’s face. 


**Paownyc”’ 
August 10, 1928 
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THE SPIRIT’S FLIGHT 


There is a flight much greater far 
Than over land and sea, 

To greater heights the soul aspires 
Than mortal man shall see; 

To realms that lie beyond the stars 
Where souls of men are free, 

A flight where spirits wing their way 
Into Eternity. 


In such a flight the Star of Hope 
The soul of man doth guide 

With Faith and Love, across the wastes 
Unto the other side; 

By Faith the spirit scales the heights, 
While Love doth show the way, 

‘Til morning breaks and shades of night 

Forever pass away. 


*“Paownyc’' 
June 19, 1927 


WHEN HE COMES 


A vision fair—of clouds, and sky, 
And lightnings flashing bright, 

Of Heaven's portals open wide 
And souls of men in flight, 

Of Earth dissolving ‘neath the fire 
And fullness of the Time, 

Of Sun, and Moon, and Stars forgot 
In Glory Light sublime. 


Within that Light stands forth revealed 
The Christ of Calvary, 

While lightnings flashing ’round the world 
Disclose His Majesty; 

Angels and loved ones Him surround 
On clouds that float in air, 

While Heaven sends all Glory down 
To do Him honor there. 


““Paownyc’’ 
June 30, 1927 
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DREAMS 


When the sun, rising in glory, 

Ushers in the dawn of day, 
Lights the eastern sky with splendor, 
Chasing shades of night away, 
Seems to me ‘tis Heaven’s portals 

With the entrance gates ajar— 
As the Angels leave and enter 
On their missions near and far. 


When the sun is lost in splendor, 
Sinking in the west from sight, 
With a parting blaze of glory, 
Day surrenders to the night. 
Oft I think the Bridegroom cometh 
Where His Bride waits half asleep: 
May my lamp be filled and ready 
While I faithful vigil keep. 


When the darkness doth envelop 
As the night succeeds the day, 
Gazing upwards in the Heavens, 
There I see the Milky Way 
Spanning space where stars are watching; 
Then I dream God's Hosts I see, 
Saints and loved ones there assembled, 
Looking down on you and me. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 2, 1927 
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THE CROSSROADS 


I stood at the crossroads one day, . 

‘Twas up to me to choose the way— 
The road that I should go. 

The sun was shining on each way, 

The birds were singing just as gay, 
So how was I to know? : 


One was the road paved with desire 
And promises I should not tire, 
But still I was not sure. 
The other paved with self-denial, 
With promises of strife and trial 
For those who would endure. 


I seemed to feel my Saviour near, 

And hear Him whisper in my ear: 
My son, this is the one 

That leads to everlasting life, 

Beyond the turmoil and the strife 
When life on earth is done. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 12, 1927 


215 


THE WHEAT AND THE TARES 


Satan hath with Devil’s cunning 
Sowed the tares among the wheat; 
We must let them grow together 
Till before Christ’s Judgment Seat. 


He will there divide the harvest, 
Separate the tares and wheat,— 

Tares in bundles for the burning, 
For God’s granaries, the wheat. 


Christ Himself will then interpret, 
Fluent speakers will not speak, 
None will argue, none will question: 

Tares are tares, and wheat is wheat. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 15, 1925 
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FAITH—HOPE—LOVE 


The Lamp of Faith will give thee light 
If filled and trimmed to burn; 

But thou must faithful vigil keep 
And wait thy Lord’s return. 


The Star of Hope will shine for thee 
If thou wilt seek the way, 

And keep thy feet within the path 
That leads to Endless Day. 


But thou must let God’s Spirit guide 
Unto the heights above 

‘Til thou shalt pass through entrance gates 
Whose beacon light is Love. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 3, 1927 
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FAITH 


I know not when the day will be 
When I shall cross the Great Divide, 
But this I know, in that glad hour 
That He will stand close by my side. 


I do not know the hidden things 
Which by God’s Plan are not revealed, 
But this I know, the path that leads 
From earth to Heaven is not concealed. 


O, may the Spirit ever guide 
My willing feet upon that way 
‘Until the light of morning breaks 
And earthly shadows flee away. 


By faith I see but darkly now, 
Upheld by His sustaining Grace; 
But shades of night will be no more 
When I shall meet Him face to face. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
March 29, 1926 
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WHEN MORNING BREAKS 


Nor flowers, nor honeyed words can bring him 
back | 

Since he is dead, 

Whate’er his merits may have been, or faults 
Untold or said, | 

For his soul hath passed on to meet His God. 
Dost thou not know 

Thou too shalt follow in a few more days 
For all must go! 


And as the long procession stumbles on, 
‘Tis well to think » 

For even now thy faltering footsteps ey 
Approach the brink; 

Then live each day as if it were the last 
Whilst here awhile, 

That when the morning breaks for thee beyond 
Thou too shalt smile. 


Nore: In memoriam for one whose 


““Pacwnyc”' 
face at passing bore a smile. 


September 4, 1928 
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TIME AND ETERNITY 


Far flung by the Omnipotent, 
The world revolves through space; 
Subject to universal law 
It moves within its place; 
Beneath, above, sun, moon and stars 
It passes on its way; 
Each revolution ‘neath the sun 
Marks one more night and day. 


God’s creature, Man, lives for a time 
Upon the whirling sphere 

With power to choose Eternal Life, 
Beyond the far and near, 

Where mansions beautiful await, 
Beyond the crystal sea 

Within the New Jerusalem 
Of God's Eternity. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 28, 1928 


220 


GOD IN HIS MERCY WATCHES STILL 


God, in His mercy, watches still 
From Heaven’s Throne above, 
And speaks to souls who are in tune 

With voice of tender love; 
Unheard by those who do not choose 
To hear His words of life, 
Who have no thought or care beyond 
Earth’s turmoil and its strife. 


Dear Father, grant us wisdom still, 
And eyes of faith to see 

Beyond this vale of doubt and tears 
Into Eternity; 

May we in vision see revealed 
The Christ of Calvary, 

And understand His life, His love, 
His death upon the tree. 


**Paownyc’’ 
May 19, 1928 


THE VOICE OF THE SEA 


Break, break, break, 

On thy rocks and sands, O Sea! 
As to man’s restless spirit 

Speaks the voice of Galilee! 


Tis well for the passing ship 
That it anchors in the bay! 
‘Tis well for fishers of men 
Who follow the Christ today! 


For eyes of nations shall see, 

And men of the future hear 
The voice of the breaking sea 

That speaks to a conscious ear. 


Dash, break, foam, 
~On thy rocks with mist and spray! 
As thou hast in ages past, 
Thou wilt in the coming day! 


‘*Paownyc’’ 
July x1, 1928 


THE GLORY OF THE SUN 


A little crocus woke from sleep 
In earthy bed below, 
With faith and hope it raised its head 
And broke through earth and snow. 
It saw the dawn of Easter Day, 
The blue of Heaven above, 
The glory of the risen sun, 
And felt the warmth of love. 


‘Twas in its purity the flower 
Did earthiness transcend, 
For in such perfect loveliness 
Doth earth with Heaven blend; 
And though its life was but an hour 
It lived to tell its love, 
Then fell asleep where, in its bed, 
It waits the sun above. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
May 5, 1928 
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STEP OVER THE LINE 


Heaven's morning is breaking, step out in the 
light, 

From out of sin’s darkness, from out of death's 
night. 

God’s Spirit is moving with power divine, 

Come out in the open, step over the line. 


CHORUS 


While Jesus is waiting, step over the line. 
While glad hearts are singing, step over the line. 
While loved ones are praying, step over the line. 
While others are coming, step over the line. 


The line of decision, thy soul knoweth well, 
The line of division ‘twixt Heaven and Hell. 

If thou wouldst know Jesus as Saviour of thine, 
Accept His salvation, step over the line. 


Remember thy Saviour on Calvary’s Tree, 

He hung there in anguish for you and for me. 
Resist not His pleading, add not to His pain, 
He loves thee so do not reject Him again. 


Thy loved ones in Heaven with passion divine 

Now pray for thy coming, their joy awaits 
thine. 

If thou wouldst be with them, leave Satan's 
confine, 

For loved ones in glory are over the line. 
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The door is through Jesus, the one only way: 
The door is wide open for sinners today. 
Salvation is simple, ‘tis but to accept, 

Thy Saviour for thee on the Cross paid the debt. 


Believe and confess Him on earth before men, 

Both now and forever: His peace will come then. 

The Father hath given to Jesus His own, 

Thy Saviour will claim thee before His White 
Throne. 


Now make thy decision for Christ and the right, 

Thy Saviour will guide thee from darkness to 
light. 

Beyond reach of Satan, beyond power of Hell, 

The joy of thy coming thy lips long will tell. 


Christ’s arms are extended from over the line, 

How canst thou refuse Him, thy Saviour divine? 

Those hands sorely wounded, His feet and His 
side, 

Forever are pleading, ‘twas for thee He died. 


Yield thy will to His will, let Him be thy guide, 

Surrender completely and in Him abide, 

With thy hand in His hand, walk with Him 
each day, 

Put thy trust in Jesus, for He knows the way. 


‘Tis Jesus, thy Saviour, now calling to thee, 
Tis God’s Holy Spirit now pleading with thee. 
Why art thou so stubborn when Grace is so free, 
And yielding forever means Heaven for thee? 
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In olden Judea, to Jesus they came, 

The hungry, the thirsty, the sick and the lame; 

Put thine arms around them, these brothers of 
thine, | 

Help them to find Jesus just over the line. 


Serve faithfully, joyfully, unto thy Lord, 

The use of thy talents will bring rich reward. 

Work in thy Lord’s vineyard ‘til setting of sun, 

Then hear His words spoken, “‘Good servant, 
well done.”’ 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
December 9, 1926 


EARTH'S BATTLE 


Fight well, encased in Christ's armor, 
The lusts of the flesh, O Soul, 

‘Til the Spirit within shall conquer, 
And reach the Heavenly goal! 


Follow the Christ into battle, 
With God’s Spirit close beside; 
Then thou shalt be crowned the Victor 
No matter what else betide. 


“‘Paownyc’’ 
July x1, 1928 


‘“Weeping may endure for a night but 
joy cometh in the morning.”’ 


Psalm XXX, VerseV 


Submissive to His will, we weep 
Throughout the darksome night, 

But joy comes in the morning with 
The dawn of glory light. 

And though the night may seem so dark, 
We bow in awe and fear; 

We have the Spirit’s guiding light 
To tell us God is near. 


And though we may not understand, 
He still doth hear our cry 

And, if Faith, Hope and Love endure, 
His grace will satisfy. 

Then let us raise our tear-wet eyes 
And say, ‘‘Thy will be done.”’ 

We wait the dawning of the day— 
The glory of the sun. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
November 29, 1927 
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MESSENGERS OF LOVE 


Through the sky are Angels winging, 
While we have not faith to see, 

From God’s Heaven to earth descending— 
Messengers to you and me. 

And in flight unseen ascending, 
Still our messengers of love, 

While God’s Spirit oft is resting 
On our altars like a dove. 


If from eyes that now are holden 
Faith should lift the scales away, 

We would see them coming, going, 
With the light of Heaven’s Day. 

We would see our loved ones waiting 
Just across the glassy sea; 

Joy would reign in hearts forever 
Blending with Eternity. 


Hark to Angel voices singing 
Wafted from the sky above 
As they pass upon their missions— 
Heaven's messengers of love. 
Once they sang in old Judea, 
In the sky o’er Bethlehem— 
To God Glory in the highest 
And on earth Good Will toward men. 
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While we serve as faithful stewards, 
Filled and trimmed our lamps should burn, 
Ready when shall come His Angels 
Heralding our Lord’s return. 
Saints and loved ones will be with Him 
On the clouds that float in air; 
Eyes no longer will be holden 
When revealed in Glory there. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 1, 1928 


LIFE 


The tides of life ebb to and fro 
E’en as the wind doth blow, 
And listeth not from whence it cam 
Or whither it doth go: 

Still there is One Omnipotent, 
All mystery doth know, 

Who doth conceal and doth reveal 
To souls of men below. 


‘*Paownyc”’ 
July 4, 1927 
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KNOWEST THOU JEHOVAH 


With the dawn of morning 
Radiant with light, 
Comes the sun in glory 
Chasing shades of night; 
Once again ascendent, 
Pausing not to rest, 
Lining clouds with splendor, 
Sinking in the west. 


That is Nature's story 
Of a single day, 
Of a world revolving, 
Passing on its way. 
Wouldst thou hear another, 
Full of tender love, 
That the Scriptures tell us 
Of a God above? 


Ruler and Creator 
Of the universe, 
Of the laws that govern 
Which He could reverse, 
Of thy breath and heart-beat, 
Of thy flickering light, 
Of thy willful spirit 
Waiting for the night. 
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God of past and present, 
Of the times to be, 

Of Life’s fleeting moments, 
Of Eternity, 

‘Tis the Great Jehovah, 
Blessed Trinity, 

Father, Son and Spirit, 
Knowest thou the Three? 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
June 3, 1928 


THE HEAVENS DECLARE THE GLORY OF GOD 


The Heavens declare the Glory of God— 
The Sun, the Moon, the Stars; 

The Firmament showeth His handiwork— 
‘Tis only Sin that mars. 

With man exercising his power of choice, 
God pleads with tender love; 

As the world moves on toward the end of time 
He watches from above. 


**Paownyc”’ 
May 24, 1928 
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I HEAR A VOICE 


I hear a voice from far away— 
Out of the ages past, 
A voice that lives forevermore, 
And evermore will last. 
Around the world it circles still 
And cleaves the sky above; 
That voice is heard within the hearts 
Where live Faith, Hope and Love. 


My soul and heart both answer back: 
O Lord, Thy will be done. 
I know it is the Spirit’s voice, 
The Father and the Son— 
The blessed Trinity who speaks 
In answer to my cry: 
My son, I now extend my hand 
Thy needs to satisfy. 


En route 
Philadelphia to 
New York 


November 10, 1927 
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THY WILL BE DONE 


From out of the travail of my soul 
I cried to Heaven above; 
When the arm of flesh could not avail 
I turned to the God of Love; 
The cry of my anguish and despair 
Was heard by the Only One 
Who could prevail when, with breaking heart 
I said, ‘‘Thy Will be done.”’ 


‘Twas in full surrender of my will 
With my pride laid in the dust, 

The healing power of God's Spirit came 
When in Him I placed my trust. 

How do I know ’twas the Spirit’s touch 
Gave my loved one back to me? 

My answer is this—whereas I was blind 
I know that now I see. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
July 29, 1927 
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FULL SURRENDER 


Dear Saviour, there is naught between 
My trembling soul and Thee, 
Thy death and resurrection, Lord, 
Thy blood, my only plea. 
Completely I surrender self, 
Thy will be done in me, 
O take, and break, and make me, Lord, 
What Thou wouldst have me be. 


I follow in Thy footsteps as 
I tread life's stony way 
Upheld by Thy sustaining hand 
Lest from the path I stray. 
Beneath Thy yoke I humbly serve 
As I take up my Cross 
And bravely climb my Calvary, 
Nor count afflictions loss. 


Help me to use Thy talents well 
Thou dost entrust to me 
That I may hear Thy words, ‘‘Well done,”’ 
When I account to Thee. 
"Tis only by my service here, 
And Thy Grace given free, 
That I shall see Thy face revealed 
When morning breaks for me. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 16, 1927 
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THE JOY OF SERVICE 


My heart is ever singing, 

For it is filled with love 
That comes from the inflowing 

From Heaven’s founts above. 
My soul is ever giving, 

From out the spirit’s store— 
In giving and in loving 

God blesses more and more. 


For when God's Holy Spirit 
Within the heart doth dwell, 
The heart is overflowing 
Beyond what lips can tell. 
And when the love of Jesus 
Is felt in soul and heart, 
The whisperings of Satan 
Forever will depart. 


My soul ts ever seeking 

And finding more and more, 
Is finding and is giving 

From an exhaustless store. 
The service of the Master 

Lends new joy every day, 
‘Tis only in His service 

That sorrows flee away. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 


November 29, 1927 
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THAT GREAT DAY 


Dear Jesus, when I realize 
What Thou hast given me, 

I bow my head in shame to think 
What I return to Thee. 

In days of old Thy followers 
Oft suffered agony, 

While I in comfort and in peace 
But serve half-heartedly. 


Give me appreciation, Lord, 
My spirit sight to see 

The debt I owe, that I may serve 
Henceforth more faithfully. 

May I accept Thy yoke, dear Lord, 
And wear it cheerfully, 

Take up my Cross, smile through my tears, 
And climb my Calvary. 


The harvest fields are white today, 
The harvesters are few, 

Thy faithful steward, may I serve 
And to Thy tasks be true. 

For soon the morning light will break, 
Earth shadows flee away, 

"Tis service here that doth prepare 
My soul for that great day. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
April 20, 1927 
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BEYOND THE STARS I SEE 


I gaze into Thy heavens, Lord, 
The sun, the stars, I see; 

O, grant me sight to look beyond 
Into Eternity. 

I see my world that doth surround, 
The friends, the flowers I love, 

O, give me faith and grace to climb 
Unto the heights above. 


The new birth of Thy Spirit, Lord, 
Doth give man power to see 
The hidden things unknown before, 
And live at peace with Thee. 

Once more I gaze into the sky, 
Beyond the stars I see 

The face of Jesus Christ revealed 
In vision comes to me. 


I see the new Jerusalem, 
That city wondrous fair, 
With streets of gold, whose gates are pearls 
And gems both rich and rare. 
There Angel hosts do Him surround 
In glorious majesty— 
The King of Kings upon His Throne, 
The Christ of Calvary. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
Aprsl 18, 1927 
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GREAT JEHOVAH THOU ART 
AN AVIATION Hymn 


Great Jehovah Thou art, God of Heaven above, 
Of the vast unknown and unseen. 

Thou art God of the world as it whirls through space, 
Thou art God of the void between. 

When we kneel on Thy footstool to voice Thy praise, 
Thou art with us in song and prayer; 

When we rise from the earth on wings of the wind, 
Still with us Thou art in the air. 


While ever above are Thy fathomless depths, 
The earth and the waters below; 

We rise in our flights to the limit of air 
Beyond which no mortal can go. 

Creator and Ruler forever Thou art, 
All Nature doth hark to Thy Voice: 

To Thy one creature Man, the child of Thy love, 
Thou hast given the power of choice. 


For Man's heart doth decide e’er his greatest of flights 
Whither his spirit shall go; | , 

If the cry of his soul hath been heard above, 
He shall rise from the depths below. 

Beyond sun, moon, and stars Heaven’s morning shall 

break, : 3 

As shadows of earth flee away, 

Revealing the Christ, where our loved ones await, 

In that Land of The Endless Day. 


““Paownyc'' 
August 18, 1927 
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VISIONS OF JESUS» 


In Bethlehem a Babe I see, 

The Christ Child, King of Kings is He; 
A stable manger for His Throne, 

A King to earthly pomp unknown. 


On dusty roads Christ comes to me, 

As crowds surround in Galilee; 

With word and touch He makes men whole, 
Gives life to body and to soul. 


‘Tis Jesus at Gethsemane 

In prayer alone, in misery, 
Disciples sleeping, heedless they, 
Betrayed before the dawn of day. 


"Tis Jesus Christ on Calvary 
Against the sky in agony, © 

A scofling mob, and Crosses Three, 
Deserted and alone is He. 


‘Tis Jesus on His Throne I see, 

In glory and in majesty; 

The world doth stand in mute array 
Before that Throne on Judgment Day. 


En route to New York 
January 31, 1927 
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IN THE STEPS OF CHRIST I FOLLOW 
A Hymn 


In the steps of Christ I follow 
In my weak and helpless way; 

On the words of Christ I ponder 
Growing stronger day by day; 

In old Galilee I wander 
In the olden long ago; 

On the Mount, can hear Him preaching 
Sermons all the world should know. 


See His miracles of wonder 
As He healed and blessed them more; 
On the sea, can hear Him preaching 
To the crowds upon the shore; 
See His sweet and tender manner, 
Hear the parables He'd tell, 
Hear Him talking to the woman 
With the pitcher at the well. 


I can see Him in the garden 
When He knelt alone to pray; 
See the twelve there tired and sleeping 
Through the night ‘til almost day; 
See the coming there of Judas 
As he did his Lord betray; 
Hear the clank of swords and silver 
As they took our Lord away. 


240 


I can see what later followed 
When they came to Pilate’s Hall; 
Hear the Jews when they did clamor 
When he found no fault at all; 
Hear their cry—'‘Release Barabbas!’’ 
"Til their clamorings were still; 
See the crown of thorns and scourging, 
And three crosses on the hill. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 1, 1927 


VICTORY 


When Heaven’s Crown of Victory 
Awaits the soul above, 

As tremulous and fluttering 
It rises like a dove, 

Borne on the waves of music sweet, 
As shadows disappear, 

The face of Christ is seen above 
While loved ones still are near. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 21, 1927 


LAI 


WHEN SOULS AWAKE 


When souls awake then eyes behold 
God's handiwork sublime, 
The sun, the moon, the stars that mark 
The dial face of Time. 
The nodding lilies of the field, 
The wildflowers in the grass, 
Reveal a depth of love untold 
Oft trampled as we pass. 


The birds that nest within the trees, 
In song tell of God’s love, 

While still our eyes are on the ground 
With things unseen above. 

‘Tis when we open wide the door 
And let God’s sunshine in, 

The Holy Spirit doth indwell 
And purge the heart from sin. 


If thine eyes still are holden, pray 
Unto the God of love 

And ask that He remove the scales 
Revealing Christ above; 

And by a miracle of Grace 
Transform thy thoughts and ways, 

‘Til thou shalt see with eyes of Faith 
Through Heaven's golden haze. 
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Hold not the things of Time too dear— 
Earth's tinsel and its gold 
That fade and perish as they pass 
To graves unseen, untold; 
But yield thy treasure up to Him 
To guard and keep for thee 
Until thou shalt pass on beyond, 
Into Eternity. 


En route 

Lake Mohonk to 
New York City 
June 12, 1928 


THE PSALMS 


With ecstacy the heart responds, 
As music doth enfold 

With waves of wondrous melody, 
From depths and heights untold. 

Heard by the souls that are in tune, 
Through centuries of time 

The Psalms of David rise beyond, 
Majestic and sublime. 


**Paownyc’’ 
May 19, 1928 


WE BELIEVE 
A Hymn oF FaltTH 


We believe in the Omnipotent, 
Jehovah, God of Love. 

We believe in Jesus Christ, our Lord, 
Sent down from Heaven above, 

Conceived by Spirit, Virgin born, 
God's one Begotten Son; 

And in the Spirit, Comforter, 
The blessed Three in One. 


We believe the Holy Scriptures are 
Inspired, God's gift to man, 
Inviolate, infallible, 
Revealing Heaven's plan. | 
We believe Christ is the Promised One 
The Scriptures did foretell, 
Messiah, Saviour of the world 
Who doeth all things well. 


We believe Christ’s miracles of Grace 
Done here on earth below. 

We believe the supernatural 
That science doth not know. 

We believe He gave Himself for us 
On Cross of Calvary— 

The sacrificial Lamb of God— 
That sinners might go free. 


244 


We believe in Resurrection morn, 
The blessed Easter Day, 
When Conqueror of Death, He rose 
‘Mid Heaven's vast array 
Through flashing skies, the King of Kings 
In majesty sublime; 
Ruler of Heaven and of earth 
Beyond the reach of Time. 


We believe that He will come again 
Some day to claim His Bride, 

Fulfilling promises He made 
While here He did abide. 

We believe in the Great Judgment Day 
When, seated on His Throne, 

He will divide the sheep and goats 
And claim His very own. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 2, 1928 


THE GOD OF LOVE 


When Christ, suffused in Glory Light, 
Reveals the God of Love, 

On joyful wing Man’s soul doth rise 
To heights beyond, above. 


Syracuse, N. Y. 
June 1, 1928 
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MODERN THOUGHTS OF A LAYMAN 


In these days of New Thought and Interpretation 
Each man seems to think that his right is divine 
To accept or reject, and to mutilate Scripture, 
Each man for himself with the Devil behind. 
As each swimmer lets go of the old Rock of Ages 
He seems to evolve a new stroke all his own, 
With an ardent desire to teach it to others 
And lure them away on an ocean unknown. 


The angels must look with bewildered amazement 
To see the old Devil hot-footing around, 
In school and in church with professors and clergy, 
Most willing the helpers and fertile the ground. 
He leads them to believe that their brains are 
colossal 
And truth long concealed their particular find; 
That the Bible is filled with error and fable, 
And Christ is made over to suit their own mind. 


They create a new Heaven to meet with their fancy, 
No home left for Satan when they finish with 
Hell— 
Most skilled in the art of blowing soap bubbles 
Which, filled with hot air, float exceedingly well. 
With clerical dress and most pious demeanor 
They pray and they preach to the crowds that 
surround; 
They lure and they charm with the noise of their 
rattles, 
Using beautiful words with a heavenly sound. 
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There is one fact, however, we all should remember, 


And that is, the Shepherd doth know His own 
Sheep. 


No Goat can dissemble and thereby deceive Him 


For the Master doth know by the sound of his 
bleat. 


Andthough wolves insheep’s clothing are ever infesting 
The flocks of the Shepherd in field and in fold; 
Still His all-seeing Eye forever is watching, 


And guarding His own from Hell’s minions 
untold. 


With the sowing of tares in the fields of the Master 
Dissensions arise where peace should abide. 
With diversified thought and interpretation 
The foundations of Faith are oft swept aside. 
Jehovah, the Lord, and the God of the Ages, 
Secure on His Throne in Heaven doth dwell; 
God of Justice and Mercy, and also of Vengeance, 
In His hands are the keys of both Heaven and Hell. 


When at last shall arrive the Great Day of Judgment, 
With Jesus the Judge upon the White Throne, 
With the nations assembled in silence before Him, 
Each soul must account for his record alone. 
Most awful the moment when Judgment is spoken, 
The words are the same, Holy Scripture doth tell; 
For the Sheep, then will open the portals of Heaven, 


For the Goats, then will open the great jaws of 
Hell. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
April 27, 1925 
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SATAN’S ANSWER 


Whose Son is Jesus? Kneel and pray 

Lest thou shouldst lead some soul astray. 
Born of Virgin by God's plan, 

Conceived by Spirit, not by man. 

This is what the Scriptures say, 

Satan’s spirit answers, ‘‘ Nay.”’ 


Is He man, or God divine, 
Redeemer, Saviour, Hope of thine? 
Did He heal the halt, the blind? 
Did He die for lost mankind? 
What doth Holy Scripture say? 
Satan's spirit answers, ‘‘ Nay.’’ 


Doth Easter morn break bright for thee, 
Swelling thy soul with ecstacy? 

Dost thou believe that He did rise, 
Body and Spirit to the skies? 

This is what the Scriptures say, 

Satan's spirit answers, ‘‘ Nay.”’ 


Art thou watching day and night 

For the lightnings flashing bright, 
Heralding thy Lord’s return? 

Filled and trimmed thy lamp should burn! 
His the promise, Scriptures say, 

Satan’s spirit answers, ‘‘ Nay.”’ 
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Dost thou believe in Judgment Day 
When all will stand in vast array, 

With Christ the Judge upon the Throne? 
Wilt thou be one He there will own? 
Wouldst thou deny Him to the last, 
Until the Day of Grace is past? 


And dost thou say there is no Hell 
Where Satan and his cohorts dwell? 
Wouldst thou destroy the Devil’s home 
And force him evermore to roain? 

Dost thou think mortal mind can tell 
The hidden things of Heaven or Hell? 


Aslantic City, N. J. 
March 18, 1926 
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MODERNISM 


What is this modern cult of man 
Evolved by Evolution’s plan, 

Elusive, changeful as the air, 

Cannot be cornered anywhere? 

You find it here, and sometimes there, 
With sympathizers everywhere. 

It surely varies in degree 

As man is blessed with sight to see. 


What is the Belief, the Faith, the Creed, 
What doth it offer for man’s need, 

From Christ what doth it take away, 
What doth it leave Him, Brother, pray? 
I'll answer as it seems to me, ~ 
Expecting all will not agree: 

‘Tis simply Satan’s world-old plan, 
Contesting God's design for man. 


Modern Belief is one thing, Brother, 
What they do not believe, another. 

If I could tell ’twould bring me fame 
For there are no two believe the same. 
The Faith I do not understand, 

I think it’s Brotherhood of Man. 

The Creed is on the circle plan— 

It starts with monkey, ends with man. 
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Its finish is where it began, 

Within the circle, God is man; 
Without, is space where all is free 
For science and for theory. 

Elastic as the mind of man, 

‘Twill stretch to fit desire and plan;. 
It leaves man free his paths to choose 
As he may wish—accept, refuse. 


It offers for this modern day 

A more convenient, easy way. 

Their minds the Bible doth not stay, 
God’s word they tear in part away. 
Interpretation does in part 

With aid of Reservation’s art. 

To serve their master, Satan, well, 
They do away with Heaven and Hell. 


The Christian Faith they would destroy: 
To make Christ man their minds employ. 
They first attack the Virgin birth . 

As vital to bring Christ to earth 

For, if acknowledged Joseph’s son, 

The rest will follow one by one. 

For, if but man and not Divine, 

The Miracles are out of line. 
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With Christ made man, we all should know 
The Resurrection too must go. 

And then our Blessed Hope is vain 

For man cannot return again. 

A Christ shorn of divinity, 

A teacher only then is He. 

A model man, from you and me 

He differs only in degree. 


Satan, with schemes from Hell most black, 
Within Christ’s Church doth Him attack. 
‘Twas even so in days of old, 

Betrayed, denied, within His fold. 

In church and school, with subtle wiles, 
Both priest and teacher he beguiles. 
Among the Twelve in olden days, 

One, Judas, sang his Master’s praise. 


"Tis a most comprehensive plan, 
Devised by Devil, worked by man. 

It first was used in Adam’s day 

When life by him was sinned away. 
And then again in Judas’ day, 

When he his Master did betray. 

And now once more, this modern day, 
Eternal Life is cast away. 
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‘Tis difficult to understand 
How Satan blinds the eyes of man, 
His willing helpers they would be 

_ For time and for eternity. 

| Why do they ways of Satan choose? 
Why do they Jesus Christ refuse? 
Why do they not accept God’s plan 
Conceived in love for sinful man? 


‘‘Paownyc’’ 
September 7, 1926 


LOST 


When Christ is lost, man’s Pentecost 
Floats derelict at sea. 

When Faith is lost, man, tempest-tossed, 
Can shore nor harbor see. 

When Hope is lost, then too is lost 
Hope’s Star of Destiny. 

When Love is lost comes chilling frost 
And Death’s Eternity. 


**Paownyc’’ 
September 9, 1926 


PROFESSOR RAVEN 


What is man that Thou art mindful, 
Or that Thou shouldst visit him? 
Man, as through a glass, sees darkly, 
Seeks Thy truths with vision dim? 
Thou the fountainhead of Knowledge, 
Science Thou its Source and King, 
Satan doth Thy name dishonor 
With the teachers he doth bring. 


Like Poe's raven they are croaking, 
Perched outside the entrance door, 

With their theories are rapping, 

With their quills and beaks are tapping, 
“Only this and nothing more.’’ 

Like some dark and noisesome shadow 
Flitting past Salvation’s door, 

Shades of night, their wings are flopping, 

Seeds of death their beaks are dropping, 
Croaking, croaking, “‘Nevermore.’’ 


What could be more sad or tragic? 
Blinded they by Satan’s magic, 
Death the goal they strive to win. 
What for man have they to offer? 
All they take and nothing proffer, 
Death remains the wage for sin. 


‘*Paownyc™’ 
August 4, 1926 


THESE THREE 


INTERPRETATION—RESERVATION—REJECTION 


Interpretation, dost thou say 

Whilst thou interpret night as day? 
Reservation, canst thou pray 

When Faith no longer lights the way? 
Rejection, sure ’tis Satan’s day 

When Holy Writ is torn away! 


And dost thou think God’s work is vain, 
That man should write the Book again, 
That science now doth light the way 
For modern seers of today, 

While in the distant long ago 

The Holy Spirit did not know? 


Such minds and hands should they indite, 
Wouldst thou have Krishnamurti write? 

From whence the spirits, think thou well, 
From Heaven above or depths of Hell? 

Whose hands, think thou, would seize the reins? 
Wait, wait, ‘til Satan’s bound with chains. 


Atlantic City, N. J. 
March 23, 1926 
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VISION OR DREAM 


On a bed of soft mosses, I lay neath the trees, 
There was rippling of waters and droning of bees; 
I was lost to the world with its cares and its woes 
When a stranger appeared clad in clerical clothes. 
A most charming person, I quite plainly could see, 
And he smiled as he said: “‘I am sure we agree 

For we have the same Father, so Brothers are we, 
And thy Christ is my Christ—He is Jesus to me. 


“Inspired by God's Spirit, back in old Galilee, 

A wonderful teacher beyond question was He; 

A model to follow—to improve if we can, 

A real inspiration, a true pattern for man. 

Thy Bible, my Bible, should receive special care 

So truth that is modern can be reconciled there; 

With one thought to conserve and no thought to 
destroy, 

To revise the old Book we our minds should employ. 


“Learned scholars should write with the light of 


today. 

There should be much revision with parts torn 
away. 

Give the Book a new name—The Revised Word Of 
Man, 


Inspired Evolution, Scientific in Plan!’ 

Like an Angel of Light his fair presence did seem 
While I lay ‘neath his spell as if lost in a dream; 
Like a man in a trance I could hear, I could see, 
Bewildered, I listened as he discoursed to me. 
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‘That Book now so ancient, work of primitive man, 
We should, in revision, save in part if we can. 
Aesop's fables I cite as a parallel case— 

Such tales in our Bible should have no part or place. 
While old superstitions and folklore may appeal, 


‘Tis the mind, not the heart, that all truth doth 
reveal. 


The true light of Science should light us on our way, 
Give the preachers real food for the hungry today. 


‘The Garden of Eden is a fanciful tale; 

The fable of Jonah in a submarine whale; 

Virgin Birth, Miracles, and Redemption—inane! 
Resurrection, Ascension, and Coming Again! 
Scientific research links the monkey with Man; 
Creative transition is Dame Nature’s one plan. 

‘Tis through evolution Man becomes his own God; 
Progressive advancement is a creed that is broad. 


‘A creed most appealing that is free from all flaws, 
God fettered and helpless and made subject to laws. 
A creed that all peoples could subscribe to and 


bless; 

That no one would question, and none fail to 
confess. 

‘Twould give us a textbook that is modern in 
thought 


For use in all classrooms where religion is taught; 

With Man made his own God, then we all would 
be free; 

I know of no reason why we should not agree!’’ 
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‘Twas then God's Spirit did awake 

My slumbering soul and thus I spake: 
‘*The reason thou dost know full well, 
‘Tis Satan from the depths of Hell 

Who would destroy the Written Word, 
Inviolate, inspired by God, 

On which is built Faith, Hope and Love, 
Man's stepping stones to Heaven above. 


**The road o’er which our fathers trod 
Still leads to Heaven and to God. 
Would man depart that good old way 
For modern airships of today? 

‘Tis Fundamental to stand by, 

‘Tis Modern to desert and fly. 

If man or devil, thou must die, 

If thou the God of Heaven defy.’’ 


* * * * * * * x 


And as he faded from out of my sight, 

I gazed on the ground in the shaded light. 
Then over my senses there dawned the truth, 
For I saw the print of a cloven hoof. 

The Devil himself an Angel did seem; 

He went as he came—in vision or dream. 


“‘Paownye 
May 19, 1926 
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DOST THOU DENY 


Dost thou deny the Virgin Birth? 
Wouldst thou bring Jesus down to earth? 
Dost thou deny He is Divine, 

Saviour, Redeemer, Hope of thine? 


Wilt thou deny when thou shalt meet 
And face Him on His Judgment Seat? 
Wilt thou stand boldly forth and say 
What thou dost claim to believe today; 


Or wilt thou hang thy head in shame, 
Not even dare to breathe His name? 
When shall have passed thy day of grace, 
Wilt thou look up into His Face? 


Wilt thou then claim by Right Divine 
Freedom of thought and speech was thine? 
And if by Satan led astray 

The Spirit did not light the way; 


That while old Satan did deceive 

‘Twas others taught thee what to believe? 
Or else perhaps, thou wilt not speak 

When thou shalt face Christ’s Judgment Seat. 


**Paownyc”’ 
July 5, 1927 
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HARK$TO THE VOICES OF THE NIGHT 
A CHRISTMAS CAROL AND ANTHEM 


Hark to the voices of the night, 
As Herald Angels sing 

From skies reflecting glory light 
Above the newborn King; 

Heard by the shepherds on the plain 
And Wise Men from afar, 

Bringing their gifts to Bethlehem 
Beneath a guiding star. 


Glory to God rang through the night, 
Good Will and Peace towards men, 
While like a benediction came 
The answering—Amen. 
And evermore on Christmas eve, 
Hearts seek and find the King, 
While souls of men that are in tune 
Hear Herald Angels sing. 


For matchless was God's gift of love 
On that first Christmas day 

When Heaven's King, His only Son, 

_ Within a manger lay; 

A helpless Babe in Mary's arms 
With Angels in the sky, 

And Wise Men kneeling on the floor, 
With shepherds standing by. 
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Hark to the voices of the night 
Wafted by Angels’ wing, 

From Heaven's portals down to earth 
In honor of the King; 

While ever through the centuries 
Wise Men their treasures bring 
And serve with gifts and deeds of love 

And Christmas carols sing. 


Beyond the sun, the moon, the stars, 
Beyond aeons of time 

The King of Kings in Glory reigns 
With majesty sublime; 

While Angels, gathered ‘round His throne 
Within the glory light, 

Sang in the sky o’er Bethlehem 
On that first Christmas night. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 15, 1927 


THE DEPTHS OF LOVE 


From depths untold of tender love 

The soul doth rise to heights above; 
From heights above the Christ doth know 
The depths untold of love below. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
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CHRISTMAS 
A CHRISTMAS CAROL 


"Tis Christmas Day! ‘Tis Christmas Day! 
With joy the church bells ring. 

‘Tis Christmas Day! ‘Tis Christmas Day! 
The birthday of our King. 

Our richest gifts are loving hearts, 
So hearts of love we bring. 

With deeds and gifts we voice our love 
And Christmas carols sing. 


‘Tis Christmas Day! "Tis Christmas phe 
And children’s joy is ours 
As memory turns back the page 
To childhood’s early hours. | 
For Jesus too was once a child 
And shares in children’s joy; 
"Tis in the giving that we find 
Love pure without alloy. 


‘Twas Christmas Day! First Christmas Day! 
In years long, long ago, 
In Bethlehem a child was born 
In stable manger low; 
The baby King, the infant Christ, 
Received first Christmas cheer 
From Wise Men kneeling on the floor 
With shepherds standing near. 
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And ever since that Christmas Day 
With joy the church bells ring 

And loudly peal the shouts of joy 
In honor of the King. 

And rich the gifts of loving hearts 
Each Christmas Day doth bring; 
With deeds and gifts we voice our love 

And Christmas carols sing. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 18, 1927 


GOD’S LOVE 


God is Love: Perfect Love 
Gave the Christ to you, 
The Cross and the Spirit 
Made all things new. 
‘Tis teardrops from Heaven, 
God's light shining through, 
Give rainbows of promise 
And manna like dew. 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
December 1, 1926 
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THANKSGIVING 
A Hymn 


Thanksgiving Day is set apart— 
The pulse-beat of a Nation’s heart; 
Jehovah, Father, hear our cry 

As prayers united cleave the sky. 

We thank Thee for our Nation’s care 
As now we humbly bow in prayer; 
We ask for guiding wisdom yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget! 


Give thanks, my soul, on bended knee 

For all that is most dear to thee, 

For life, for home, for hearts that love, 

For watchful care from Heav'n above. 

For thou shouldst know, without God’s care 
Thou couldst not live to breathe the air; 
And thou shouldst see, though sight be dim, 
The debt of love thou owest Him. 


Give thanks for love that made thee free 
Upon the Cross of Calvary, 

For pastures green and waters still 

When reconciled unto His will. 

‘Praise God, from whom all blessings flow! 
Praise Him, all creatures here below! 

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host! 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!’’ 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
October 8, 1927 
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A NEW YEAR GREETING 


Hark, the New Year bells are pealing, 
Waves of melody are stealing 
Unto reaches far and near; 
Like the waves of ocean beating 
Once more comes the old-time greeting — 
Wishes for a glad New Year. 


Where the midnight bells are pealing 
Men in prayer are humbly kneeling 
With the God of Heaven near; 
While He speaks with tender feeling, 
To the souls of men revealing 
Greetings of good will and cheer. 


Hearken, while the bells are ringing 
Through the night like Angels winging 
From the near and far away; 
Think of country, home and Heaven, 
Add your prayers unto the leaven, 
Start the New Year well today! 


Syracuse, N.Y. 
January 1, 1928 
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